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PREFACE. 


Tams Volume is not one which needs a Preface, 
It unfolds itself without any introductory expla- 
nations, 

Like the life which it records, it is not meant 
for show, nor got up for effect. It will not startle 
by incident or scene, nor attract by sentimentalism 
or romance. It trusts to the reality, the intense 
reality, which comes out in all its pages, for the 
interest it may awaken. 

Tf, indeed, the most original man be he who acts 
out what he thinks, and lives all that he believes, 
there may be something found here which may de~ 
serve to be called fresh and new. But, whatever 
may be thought of it in this aspect, there will be 
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no difficulty in recognising in it the image of oue 
to whom Christ was truly “‘all;” in whom He had 
taken a place which dispossessed inferior objects, 
and to whose eye the glory of this unseen Saviour 
had eclipsed the world’s brilliance and the cres- 
ture’s beauty. . 

For various private reasons, the names of per- 
sona and places have not, in general, been given. 
This, however, will be no hindrance to the useful- 
neas nor detraction from the interest of the volume. 


Kmazo, December 1852. 
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CHAPTER L 
Che Sketrh. 


“Ow the life that is outward,—the life that is lived 
before the eye of man,—there ia little in this volume: 
almost nothing. The world’s “great things” are not 
here. Yet there are greater things than these,—-the 
transactions between the soul and its Creator,—-the in- 
teroourne between the Saviour and the saved one. 

Of the life that is iaard,—the life that is lived under 
the eye of God,—with its struggles, and hopes, and joys, 
with its changefal movements, its lonely utterances, its 
quiet walks of shade or sunshine, there is mach. In 
few such records will more of this be found; and it 
ia this that gives to theee pages all the interest which 
they poasess,—an interest which will not seem poor or 
trivial, to those who know the difference between the 
seen and the unseen, and who have discovered, that the 
points at which the soul comes into contact with the 
God that mads it, and with the eternity whare its joys 
are treasured, are the points of truest interest and 
importance in ita history. 

But though the dazzle of strange incident or soaring 

a 
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sentiment be swanting, the reader will find little of the 
fiat or the commonplace. The life here recorded was 
no copy, no stale imitation. However mush the bio- 
grapher may fail in sketching its features, the life iteelf 
was not tame or artificial, as if the individusl were 
merely saying over again what she had heard others 
may, and trying to feel in certain modes, because she had 
read that others felt so, and setting down in her diary 
or letters some excellent sentiments, neatly culled from 
the experiencea of others It was singularly fresh 
and real; all the colours of its varied complexion aris-» 
ing from the health underneath, and not laid on by a 
skilful hand from without. It was thoroughly natural, 
ny, original, even to simplicity, both in thought and 
language. Its movements were, not from the surface 
to the centre, but from the centre to the surface, pro- 
duced by the indwelling Spirit, and regulated by Hia 
inworking hand. It did not shew itself in the form of 
second-hand pietiam or imitated devotion ; nor did it 
work itself into the stiff, irksome routine of externalism, 
either in language or in action. It came out, without 
effort or study, in the warm utterance of unborrowed 
feeling, in the eagerness, sometimes the fitfulnes, of 
impulse, in vigorous yet quiet consistency of character, 
and in strenuous pressing forward to the mark for the 
prise of the high calling, It does not deceive you with 
plagiarised experiences. It is as true ea it is transparent; 
trae both in what it speaks and what it leaves unspoken, 
in what it docs and in what it leaves undone ; some- 
times changeful in its moods, abrupt in its movements, 
and extreme in its ebbings and flowings, yet always true; 
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with something in it of cloud, but more of sunshine, 
with much of conflict, but more of victory. 

‘Take, for instance, such passages as the following, 
which, without unduly anticipating the narrative, will 
Hlustrate these statements. She writes to a dear friend 
—'T was a little happier at prayer this morning, but it 
was in confessing and weeping over my sing, I felt 80 
vile, that I had nothing to say; 1 was self-condemned 
and ashamed; but the sweet name of Jesus I covld 
plead, and I felt that His blood cleanssth from ail sin, 
I think it is the fittest place for me,—in the dust: not 
even to look up, Oh! I am very unholy! You would 
not love me if you saw my heart. But (od sees it all; 
and I wonder I am not more ashamed of my vileness, 
Oh to be holy as He is holy! Heaven would not be 
heaven if there was the shadow of a sin there. Don't 
you long for heavent It is not so much of being 
very happy here, even in God, that I think: I always 
want to be away, and at rest, from this vile body of sin.” 
And again : “In your next I want you to tell me more 
about the Psalms, and how they tell about Jesus, I 
thought they were all David's feclings ; I think the one 
for thie morning, the sizth, suited my state, for all my 
joy is fled. You aaid, in one of your letters, that you 
had then little delight in prayer. ‘That ia just my 
grief at preeent, and I have, what is worse, no desires 
after God. Oh1 of all my different states of feeling, I 
shudder most at that, when I seem aa if I had no need 
to peck God in prayer; I had far rather long, even to 
egony, to get sense of God’s presenoe, than be as 
T am now, to liftless: my soul seema completely dried 
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up within ma Were you aver in that state when you 
eannot pray at all, becanse you do not know what to 
sek for? 1 like when I feel my need of God, for then 
He is preciona. 

“Dear J——, I wish I could «peak to you about 
Jesus as you do to me, for I often think you will not 
gare about my letters, for they are not fragrant with 
the oft-repeated name of Jesus ; but what can I dot I 
cannot raise my dead soul, I can only write as I foel ; 
‘but when wo are together, we shall be ever speaking of 
‘Him, and He will join us as He did the two diaciples 
going to Emmaus. Do you ever feel like Mary at the 
eepulchre, when she wept because they had taken away 
ber Lord, and she did not know where they had Jaid 
him? Oh! such tears have a sweetness in them ; but 
mine are dried up! I cannot even weep because Jesus 
ja away. Perhaps he is with you. Ob! if be is there, I 
ean feel happy yet. Don’t you long to bring others to 
Him, when you are happy in Him yourself? I some- 
times wish that I could give ——- my faith, and then 
go and ask Him for more..... Now may Jesus bles 
you, and speak peace to your heart !” 

‘Then add to these such a paragraph as the following, 
and you have a specimen of the battle and the vio- 
tory :—" Monday, August 10,—After a long season of 
darkness, God, my own God, hay made his face to shine 
upon my happy soul again. I got near to Jesus in 
Prayer this morning, and could do nothing but praise. 
Lord, I thank thee, Lord, I thank thee! Why me, 
Lord, why me? Oh! how my whole soul longs and 
pants to live to his glory! Othat I could only get rid 
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of ray vile self, I should be happy ; but self, vile, hatefu? 
coll, cleaves to allI do. Oh to be awallowed up in Jeeus! 
© Lord, my own precious, altogether lovely Saviour, 
make me all thine own!” 

A life like this touched the world at but few pointa 
Tts affinities were with things unseen, and its oonnex- 
ions were with a world that is still “to come.” Ita 
communications were with One within the veil, and ite 
ebbings or flowings were traceable to some far-distant 
orb, whose invisible influences, counteracting the forces 
of earth, regulated the tides of spiritual being. The 
religion bere unfolded was no uncertainty, no mere 
earnestness, no well-filled-up piece of ritualism, no con- 
fased groping after the eternal birthright, but a “ serv- 
ing of God,” a “ walking with God,” founded on the 
distinct consciousness of reconciliation through the 
blood of the everlasting covenant. 

Such were the things which gave to the life here 
written such a tous of profound reality. They who saw 
it folt this; they who read it will feel it too, Power, 
genius, breadth of intellect—many things may be lack- 
ing, but reality is here. What reality there is in such » 
passage as this |— 

“This is Thursday, 20 1 soppose you are all praising 
Jesus in the dear echoolroom, where, 1 doubt not, you 
have had many a happy hour of blest communion with 
Him whom your soul loveth. I wish I could join you at 
this moment in spirit, but, oh! I am #0 cold and dead! 
This afternoon, at five, I tried to pray for a blessing on 
You to-night at the meeting; tell me if you were happy, 
for I found it sweet to tell Jesus you were to be there 


to meet him. For two days I have been actually re- 
joicing in the love of Jesus! You will be astonished 
to hear me sny #0, after what I wrote in A.’s letter, but 
1 do not understand it myself, I had been very miser- 
able one day about ——, for I thought she was begin- 
ning not to love me, and afterwards I suppose I felt the 
love of Jesus sweeter; for I was so happy—so very 
happy; oh! bow I longed to share my joy with you! I 
wonder what gave me such delight; it was not any 
clear views of my interest in Christ; on the contrary, I 
never stopped to inquire! J could not help rejoicing ; 
and when Satan whispered that he would get me yet, 
I felt no alarm; indeed, the strangest thought oame 
into my mind; I thought, well, if I am lost, I will 
ait is a corner, and think about Jesus! and I actually 
felt as if I could be happy even there, if I could think 
Sor ever about Jesus, My heart bounded up to him 
eo, I thought 7 even loved Him! but that is im- 
possible ; such 8 cold heart could not love Him; but 
then Ho loves me. Nothing will ever persuade me 
that He does not; and He loves you too, Never be- 
lieve Satan’s lies when he tells you He does not; believe 
that Jesus loves you, and you must rejoice. If the joy 
T have felt for two daya were to last always, I don't 
think [ could stay on the earth! 

“Was it right to rejoice in thie way without being 
sure that I was a child of God, and without being 
humbled for sin? But I could not think about myself, 
I was so enchanted with Jesus. We hear of people 
rejoicing in a sense of forgiveness, in the Spirit wit- 
nessing that they are children; in seeing their sins 
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nailed to His cross; but my joy was simply this, that 
Feaus was love, that He was worthy to be loved; it 
was not that Hoe loved me, but that he was love itself, 
that made my heart glad. I don’t understand my own 
feelings, now that I can think of them. I sometimes 
fear that I have a kind of enthusiastic joy that does 
not spring from faith; whatever it was, however, I 
wish I could have it oftener, for I felt as if then I 
could do anything for Jesus.” 

‘Thero is a certain class amongst us that speak much 
against “ unrealities,” and “shams,” and “ falechodds.” 
And they do not speak amiss or too strongly. But 
they know uot where all this hollowness lie, They 
have yet to learn that the ead unreality of the age, is 
the want of the living God; that the world’s great 
falsehood is believing the lie of the Evil One, in pre- 
ference to the trath of tho everlasting gospel ; that the 
grand “sham” is that of a religion without the in- 
dwelling Spirit, and without the fellowship of the 
Eternal Son, It is not (as one of them has said) that 
“ the eternal pole-star has gone out,” but that men will 
not have ite light. Yet every other light ia an 
“ unreality.” 

From a life like the one before us, some, perhaps, 
may learn the difference between the real and the 
unreal, 

An old minister of the Reformation—of whose poetry 
Sootland has no cause to be ashamed—dedicating his 
book of hymns to a noble lady in 1598, thus writes: 
“It isa rare thing to seo a ladie, a tender youth, aad, 
solitare, and sanctified, oft sighing and weeping thro’ 


the conscience of sin.” It may be that such a sight 
‘wan rarer in the days of Alexander Hume than it is 
now. But, whether it be so or not, we cannot but 
think that the Memoir before us presents us with just 
mach = character as these simple but solemn words of 
his describe. 

Not loss in our dsy than in his, is the world laying 
its snares for the young and buoyant, How many are 
its victims, how potent the fascination that binds them, 
and how few are delivered from the enchantment! 
‘Thi’ record of one who had escaped “as a bird from 
‘the mare of the fowler,” may rouse some poor child of 
gaiety, to seck the unwinding of tho spell, which ia 
blinding her eye to the glory of the kingdom. It may 
make her feel that this world’s glitter is but @ cheat, 
and that ite mirth is madnoss; that the closet’s twi- 
light stillness is dearer than the bright hall of mid- 
night ; that there is such a thing as the excellence of 
the unseen and the distant, disenchanting the beauty 
of the seen and the near, and such « thing as the love 
of Christ supplanting in the soul the fondest creature- 
love, and imparting gladnem, truer and more sbiding 
than all creature-joy. 


CHAPTER IL 


Ghe Sleep of Death. 


M—— was born in K-——-, amid scenes of beauty 
sach as few spots can rival, Though many of her ties 
to it were soon broken, never to be re-fastened, still, 
to the last, she loved it, as Mary might love Beth- 
Iehem, though her stay in it was brief, and her links to 
it were few. 

She had early sorrows; but they went by and were 
forgotten. Once and again, in childhood, she was made 
to look upon the face of denth—the death of dear onea; 
‘but no leason for eternity did she Jearn from her early 
teara. The sister and the playmate were taken from 
her side; but God was not chosen to fill up the blank 
which, in such a caso, even childhood feels, nor the 
Son of God resorted to as the portion of the soul,— 
eweeter than sisterhood, dearer than companionship, as 
truly fitted to satisfy the first unripe, uncertain long- 
ings of immortal being, a8 the larger, more definite 
cravings of the aged and the wise. 

To earthly relatives she clung the closer in the days 
of her early bereavement; but God was far away. 
From her tenderest years she threw herself upon the 
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affection of othérs, cleaving to them firmly; by nothing 
wounded so sharply as by any slowness in returning 
her love. Timid and diffident, she did not make 
acquaintances rapidly ; but, when made, she held them 
fast. Wayward, sometimes oven to selfishness, she 
would yet do or sacrifice anything for those whom she 
loved. Keon in feeling, and with a touch, it might be, 
of sullenness as well as warmth in her temper, she was 
‘yet honest and straightforward. She eould not but be 
trusted by all who knew her, so conscientious was she, 
and without deceit. 

‘The family having removed to Edinburgh while she 
was yet young, she attended the Circus Place School, 
where she was marked by her good conduct as well a# 
her great perseverance. 

In the spring of 18—, her family went to reside in 
France, ecoompanied by the dear friend to whom most 
of the letters in this volume were addressed. On 
neither side was there, in this friendship, the tie of 
grace, The intimacy was close indeed, but it was not 
“jn the Lord;” and though of this friend, M—— 
could, in after years, say as Paul did of his kinsmon, 
who also were in Christ before me,” yet, during their 
sojourn in Paris, they “walked sooording to the oourse 
of this world.” 

M— kept a diary then, and in it we read records 
such as the following. How strange would they seem 
in later years ! 

“Sunday. Went to church in the forenoon, In 
the afternoon took a walk with J. W. and BR. in the 
‘Champs Elysées,” 
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Again, she thus records her worldliness :—* Went to 
@ dance at General B——'s, Had great fun, and 
danced the whole evening.” 

Again, “Sunday, went with J. W. to see the Palais 
Royal. Took a walk in the Tuilerie Gardena.” 

She was not flippant or frivolous in her worldliness, 
for it was not in her nature to be so. Yet that did not 
make her love of vanity and gaiety less intense and 
cordial It was as if she did not miffe even with these 
pleasures, but went the full round of them all, with 
the ardour which marked her character. The theatre 
and the ball-room she enjoyed. And these, with the 
novel or some light volume of the world’s literature, 
either French or English, filled up her hours." She 
lived to herself, to the world, and to vanity. She was 
“without God.” 

Ss a fuller illustration of the utter worldliness with 
which she was then encircled, « few extracts from the 
journal of a companion are added :— 

“St Omers, June 1$th—Had lessons in Italian and 
French. 14¢h.—-Went to chapel forenoon and after- 
noon; in the evening to the Grande Place, to hear 
the hand. 21st, Sunday.—Went to the cathedral to 
teo the Féte de Dieu, the finest in St Omers. Saw 
@ procession in the church, The music fine. All sorts 

* That che was a novelreader in theeo days will not surprise us, 
But I bellove that, after her conversion, tM the day of her death, she 
never opened a noval, Tt is worth while mying this, for the warning of 
tha young. ‘There is hardly a more subtle and desdly suare than novel 
reading. The love of the world, tho idle santimentalism, the vitleted 


taste, the Aiarelish for spiritual things which it prodnees, are enough 
(apart from overything immara)) to make sach books cbjecta uf suspicion 
‘and drvad. 
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of instruments. Went in the evening to hear the band 
in the Petite Place. . ... 28%, Sunday.—Went to 
chapel twice. Went to hear the band in the evening. 

. «July 22d.—Spent the evening at ——. Dancing 
and cards, 23¢—Got my first lemon on the guitar. 
vaee August 18th—Went to the opera with ——, 
and M——.... . Paris, October 4th.— Went to the 
ambassador's chapel; after dinner walked to the 
Tolleries, then to the Palais Royal and had coffee. 
+ +++ December 31st.—-Went to a dance at Mr B——'a, 
where I enjoyed myself very much, We brought in 
the New Year at the supper-table, and afterwards 
danced til] four in the morning. . .. . January 3d. 
—M-—— and I went to General B-——'s, where a 
lady played. Mrs B, sang, and the General and 
Monsiour D-— played chess, although it was Sunday. 
D— came home with us, and we had a great deal of 
fun. January 11th—Went with M—— to the Italian 
opera, to Mrs B——~’s box. Heard ——; was de- 
lighted beyond mesure. 12é—Went with M—— 
to the Theatre de l'Ambigu Comique, and was very 
vouch pleased.” 

Soones like these are only recalled for the purpose 
of ehewing, without concealment or extenuation, the 
character and early life of one for whom God had 
much grace in store* It is by marking the contrast 
* In the spirit in which Augustine recorded the sins of his youth, are 
theee scenes recorded. “Iam wilting to remeber my past fmspuntien,”” 
mys bs, “end the carnal corruptions of my soul, wot that J may love 
‘tireea, but that I may love thee, © my God. From the love of thy love 1 


de {f, reccllecting my most eri] ways, in the bitterness of memory, that 
‘thou mayest become more sweet to me. Oh! sweetnoss that disoppointant 
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between her earlicr and her later years, that we soe the 
greatness of the Holy Spirit's work, and the love of 
Him who “delivered her from a present evil world.” 
Truly, in her case, “the grace of our Lord was excesd- 
ing abundant, with faith and love which in in Christ 


‘She was thns altogether “in the world,” and “of the 
world.” Of God, aud Christ, and the endless king- 
dom, she knew nothing. The Bible was an unheeded 
volume, turned over, perhaps, once a week, when the 
Sabbath drew a cloud between her and vanity; but 
neither studied nor prized. Few could have been found 
further from God than she, more sunk in spiritual 
death ; for “she that liveth in pleasure is dead while 
she liveth” (1 Tim. v. 6), “All my happiness was 
confined to this world,” is her own statement of her 
condition in these days of gaicty. It doos not appear 
that she had ever looked into eternity, or called to 
mind the judgment of the great day. Her tastes and 
parsuits were earthly. Of religion, she had nothing. 
The love of the Father was not in her ; and the cross 
of the beloved Son invited her eye in vain. 

‘Two years after this she went to London on a visit 
to a near relative. There, for the first time, the 
‘Word broke in apon her dreams, and she awoke to the 
thought, “I am a sinner.” She seems to havo had, 
at thin time, some pleasure in listening to the Word, 
for, in 1843, when writing to hor friend, then in Lon- 
‘not, wwootnens blessed and abiding, gathering me together from the dis- 


persion in which 1 had been rent sender, stom by atom! While amare 
‘from thee only, I lest myaelf qanid a thousand rantties,"* 
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don, and attending Regent Square Church, she thus 
expresses herself: “I remember the church you go to, 
well; many a time have I sat in it with great delight, 
Strange, when I did not care for Jesus then!” But 
the gleam was momentary ; leaving, when it vanished, 
the darkness as deep as before. Her convictions were 
faint, and her inquiries after deliverance were but half 
in earnest, Her feet turned not to Calvary, nor did 
her eye light upon the cross, She saw neither the 
sin nor the Saviour, as he saw them who said, “in 
Him we have redemption through His blood, the for- 
Biveness of sins according to the riches of His grace,” 
and her consciousness of guilt passed off. She had 
not seen enough of sin to make her hate it, nor 
enough of Christ to win her love to him, nor enough 
of his blood to pacify her conscience truly, nor enough 
of the Father's grace to afford her a resting-place or 
joy; and s0 she went back to the world, or rather, let 
us say, she resolved not to leave it. Still, as ever, 
warm in her love, and firm in her attachments, and 
kind in word and deed, she sought her portion among 
tho things that never filled a soul, nor healed a wound, 
nor dried a tear. Full of the buoyant life of youth, 
the was wholly “dead in sin.” Endowed with excel. 
lent mental gifta, her imagination ardent, her tempera- 
ment susceptible, her whole tone of thought high, she 
had not yet realised her responsibility, nor laid out 
one talent for God. ‘The mind was cultivated, but 
tho soul/—it was left to the god af this world to make 
his own of, 

‘The world seemed bright to her, for she had not yet 
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econ the brighter, She loved it, and sought her joy in 
it. For the human heart must have a world to live 
in; and if “the world to come” be unknown, then the 
soul betakes itself to the present, poor os are its pro- 
tensions to gladden or to satisfy. For, poor as it is, 
it docs pass itself off for being fair and great, no that 
miny are ensnared. Nay, and in these last days, it 
seems to deck itself with richer beauty in order to 
win the warm, freeh heart of youth more thoroughly to 
iteelf, and draw it away from God. 

, Hardly can there be « sadder sight than the fasci- 
nated victim of pleasure. For all is so gay withont, 
yet go hollow, so dark within, The mirth, the glit- 
ter, the dance, the song, “ music's voluptudus swell” 
—these are the enchantments! These are the excite- 
ments that tamper with the health of youth's unripe 
affections, forcing into sudden growth the sansibilities 
of opening manhood and womanhood, before their time. 
These are tho visions that lure the soul into a region 
of wnreulities, where a false tone is given to life, anda 
faverighness infused into thought and feeling, which 
not only “costs the fresh blood dear,” but which eats 
into the very vitala of spiritual being, increasing the 
distaste of the natural mind for all holy truth, and 
the terrible intensity of its enmity to God. 

And what » spell for the young and ferventt Yet 
how sad the spectacle! The light step is there, but it 
treads the way of death, You hear the joyous voica, 
but there is not @ tone in it that could take up the 
new song. The flower-wreath decks the forehead; but 
wreaths are for the free and the victorious ;~—are they 
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seemly for the bondman and the conquered! The 
flower and the fetter, the gem and the iron, the bud of 
apring ood the mouldering leaf of antumm, the revel 
and the funeral, the brilliance of the gay hall and the 
blackness of the sternal darknoss,—how painful, how 
svwful the nnlikenesa | 

© world, what » vanity,—what an infinite vanity! 
‘With what an array of deceptions art thou furnished for 
beguiling the eye and heart of man! Wounding, but 
not healing the soul; emptyimg, but never filling; ead- 
dening, but never comforting; intoxicating, but never 
refreahing—thou art able to cheat us into the belief that 
thou canst heal, and fill, and comfort, and refresh! Thus 
tan is mocked; thus the young heart is cheated, mis- 
‘taking the unreal for the real, and preferring the beauty 
of the creature, to the glory of Him who is fairer than 
the children of men. 


CHAPTER IIL 
Che Anaking. 


Swoetty after their return from France, tho family 
went to reside in P——-, near Edinburgh. There, oa 
in Paris, M.'s heart still went out after vanity, and 
sought its joy in the world. 

There was no seeking after God, no wish to have him 
for her portion. Instead of an approach to Him, there 
wemed a more resolute departure from him. Her 
distike of religion and of religious people seemed to take 
Grmer root. In part, this was occasioned by the inoon- 
sistencies of one very dear to her, who, having been 
aroused to 8 sense of sin, had turned back to her former 
ways, or at least was not walking aa “beoometh the 


In after years, this relative thus wrote in referenos to 
that orisis in M.'s life as well as in ber own :— At this 
time, or shortly before, J. W. through your ministry 
‘was brought to Jesus, and, having found the Lord her- 
self, she soon began to desire our salvation, Why J 
was the one who at thia time visited Kelso, and not 
M—, 3.’s peculiar friend, I cannot recollect. But so 
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it was ; and I was awakened by the sermon you preached 
from Im. iii, 10,11, Fors time my distress was great, 
‘but, instead of laying down my burden where Christian 
laid his, at the Cross, 1 sought relief in the prayers and 
works of self-righteousness ; and my goodnes, as may 
be imagined, proved like the morning cloud and the 
early dew. I mention this, because I remember, that, 
on my return home, this false piety of mine was a 
great stumbling-block to M——-, and tended to excite 
in her mind » dislike of religion, and of those who 
professed it—chiefly, I think, of you” 

In spite of this aversion, she still retained her love 
to the early friend alluded to in the above extract ; 
and to visit her, she came to Kelso on the 8th of June 
1841. 

Sho comes, however, resolved to keep aloof from all 
religious influences, and to steel herself against every 
serious impression, She determines beforehand that 
she will have nothing to do with those who had been 
the means of eo strangely altering the friend of her 
youth, How much of hostility, and how much of feat, 
there may be in this purpose, we cannot say. Both 
‘unite in leading to its formation. Curiously mingled 
are the feelings with which she comes. She loves her 
friend, yet she hates her piety. She has delight in 
visiting her, yet she dislikes coming within the reach of 
her religion. She fortifies herself against serious im- 
pressions, as if afraid of their contegiousness. She 
clings to the world, as if dreading that an attempt 
will be made to tear it from her. 

On the evening of her arrival, her friend, on parting 
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with her for the night, after mutual assurances of friend- 
ship, expressed her hope that their friendship might 
be “for eternity.” This was the first word of the kind 
that had, sinos her arrival, fallen upon ber ear, and it 
seemed to fret and annoy her, though without calling 
forth eny remark in reply. 

"Thus was she going farther and farther from God, not 
loving to retain him even in her knowledge. She had 
come for @ season to enjoy the society of ons who knew 
God, but it was not with the design of learning to know 
this God, or to walk in his waya She “ would have 
none of Him.” If God could have been shut out, she 
would have abut him out, and denied him access at 
every avenue, 

But as she went farther from God, so He, in the 
soversignty of his love, drew nearer. She fled, but He 
] * She repelled Him, but he would not be re- 
polled. We laid his hand upon her, and at length, in 
apite of all resistance, drew her irresistibly to Himself, 
Tt needed a strong arm to arrest one so froward, 20 
bent upon fleeing farther and farther from the God who 
sought her; but the “vessel” was a “chosen” one, 
and must not be cast away (Acta ix. 15; Rom. ix. 
23). 

‘This was the crisis, The sinner’s hatred of God and 


* Pochape some reader may remember Augustine's string expreasion 
as to God “ parpuing his fagitives”—iesinens corse Sugisivorum tworwm 
(Cont. iv, 4) Tn another place he thna speaks of the thne immediately 
‘before his conversion:— ‘I beeae more wretched, and thon mesrer, 
Already wos thy right hand present, about to pluck me from tbo mire and 
to wash me; yet I knew it not” (vi 16} And elsewhare he speaks of 
“deafening himself to the voloe of God with the clanking of hia chains.” 
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God's love to the sinner now met, as if secking, each to 
quench the other. Which is to prevail? 

Her visit took place at a time when much prayer 
was made, specially for those that were “afar off.” 
Although both in her character and circumstances there 
ware many things that seemed to make her case an 
unlikely and unhopeful one, in so far as religious im- 
pressions were concerned, yet she was not the leas, but 
the more, on that account, made the object of special 
prayer by those who loved her and who had already 
known the grace of God in truth. Both before she came 
and afterwards, frequent interoession was sent up in her 
behalf, 

Induced by her friend, though with no willingness, 
she went to hear an evening sermon in the place which 
she had resolved to shun, This was on the first Sabbath 
after her arrival; and though she thus, in compliance 
with another's earnest wishes, broke the outward part 
of her purpose, she made up her mind to keep the 
inward part only the more steadfastly. The Jeter of 
her determination she gave up, only to retain the spint 
more truly, by hardening her heart against all solemn 
thought, and drawing the armour of her worldliness 
more firmly round her, to ward off every arrow from 
the bow, every stroke from the sword of the Spirit. 

But, can man arm himself against God? Can he 
refuse to hear or to feel when God himself is the 
apeaker? 

‘The subject of discourse that Sabbath evening (Fune 
18) was the nineteenth question of the Shorter Cate- 
chism, respecting “the misery of that estate whersinto 
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man fel” It was one of a series of sermons upon the 
Catechism which had been proceeding for some months, 
Each successive statement given in the answer to the 
question, formed a separate head of discourse, which 
‘was summed up with warning to each hearer, yet with 
a declaration that, wide as was the misery, there was 
deliverance as wide and full.* 

On leaving church, M—— remarked that that 
preaching was “too awful for ber—she would not go 
back.” Yet her soul was troubled. No distinct im- 
pression had been made that night, yet it seemed as if 
a dark cloud were threatening to overshadow her. The 
firet result was irritation. She was angry at being die- 
turbed ; angry at the clouds of the eternal gloom being 
thus rudely rolled betwixt her and the world. Between 
anger and alarm, the night passed over, and another 
day opened on her. 

On the following day I saw her. But she was re- 
served in the extreme. As she could not with pro- 


* Te may perhaps interost the rosder to loarn « little of the state of mpl- 
ritual matters ut the time when M— came amongst ua The following 
reminiscences are from the letter of a dear frlond :—"'I beve beon looking 
‘var my gloanings at thoso times, and Ifind that, during thoao wooks in 
the summer of 1641, when God's Spirit first moved on the dericnees of 
our friend's honrt, our minister was, in his Sabbath mintstrations, unfold- 
tng a fall solvation, and showing that immodinte pase would follow ite 
eceoptemee, ‘The following brief notes ocour in my scrap-book : “God has 
Brovided the Lamb, he bas sct up the altar, thoro in nothing more nooded 
‘don what was dove 1800 yonra ogo; furnish yourslf with wnt God bas 
Gone. It is all you nood, sinver.”. . . “Tho common feeling is, that God 
‘requires something more than what Christ has dons, some conailintory gift 
to be laid upon hie altar, as if God wos to be bribed by ua... Tho mee 
sage of the Gospal procoada on tho fact that ovary man ie undar tho inf 
‘nite dinplonaure of tho infinite God.”. . . "God says, moct mo at the cross! 
Als, this is the mery-ent where God and the sinner moct!?. .. ‘Ne 
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priety leave the room where we were, she kept almost 
entire silence ; and though she could not help listening 
‘to the conversation, she took no part in it. No effort 
would draw her into conversation. Yes or no, was the 
sum of her replies. She seemed bent on carrying out 
her purpose of shutting up her sou! against convic- 
tion; and her object was to make the interview aa 
disagreeable 2s possible, in order that it might not be 
repeated. 

This was the first stroke of the Spirit's hand upon 
her, Her conscience had, though very indistinotly, beon 
touched. But the work was to be s deep one, and rapid 
ag well as deep, so that stroke followed on stroke, and 
{he orisis came with speed. She was not to be, as many 
are, the subject of various fitful impressions, going and 
coming, ruffling the surface, yet never striking down 
into the depths of the lake below. She was to be 
thoroughly searched and broken ; yet the process was 
to be much less gradual than it is ‘with many. And 


holiness without forgtvences.’ I find sleo that we hed peculiarly retraah- 
ing wnd prayerful season about that time. Souls were brought 10 peace 
in belloving, and some ewilkened, besides God's people being quickenod. 
‘One of the latter maid to me oa one of the days of our May Communion 
Tama ike Abraham when God called him, he went he knew not whi- 
‘ther, never dreaming of the blise eweiting him in God's sorvico;” sad 
‘again, ‘This joy is not like the world's Joy, for it benls the heart, and 
then. it will be for over.” I remember too the weeping of ano now away, 
and the energy with which be spoke in the church-porch, of the effict of 
the Word upon his soal—'I never felt before the truth come with such 
powar as that has done." A Christisn women told imo some yearn after, 
that sho was brought to Christ under 2 lecture an the bealing of the noble 
man's oon, in which the same power, ability, and willingness of Christ to 
set the need of those who come to him, wors set forth; Go thy way, 
thy son Yévath —the simple word of Jogos, she said, was just to be believed, 
‘and ae went on ber way ryoicing.” 
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in the deep stirrings and convictions that acoompanied 
ber awakening, we have the key-note of her future 
iene. 

Tn mpite of her irritation at the Word spoken, and her 
resolution to go no more to hear it, she was persuaded 
to attend » prayer-meeting on the Monday evening. 
Whether it was to please her friend, or whether it was 
Decause there was an unconscious fascination in the 
very words that had repelled her, we know not, An 
unseen hand was leading her, and a will which she felt 
not, but which was not on that account the less irre- 
sistible, was setting aside all her determinations, and 
bringing her into the position which she was striving 
to avoid. 

At this Monday evening meeting she wes deeply 
mitten. In the midst of the address, when the minis- 
ter was uttering some words of warning, she turned 
cound to one sitting next her and said, half-sloud, in 
an angry tone, “ What does the man mean!” 

‘Terror now took hold of her. It was in vain that 
she tried to shake off her convictions. On returning 
home from the meeting, she was evidently disturbed, 
yet she affected great indifference, and strove to appear 
unmoved ; and, as if afraid that those around might 
guees at the tumult within, she said, abruptly, when 
‘no one was alluding to the matter,—“ Don't suppose 
that I care anything for that man’s words—I am de- 
termined not to mind him.” The way in which sho 
spoke made it evident that she was caring most deeply, 
but that she was angry at herself for caring, and sorely 
annoyed at the idea that others might gct an insight 
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into the state of her feelings She thus betrayed the 
anxiety she was #0 anxious to hide. No remark, how- 
‘ever, was made in reply, and the evening closed. 

But her sleep went from her, and she lay trembling 
with sore alarm, Sin, and the eternal hell into which 
sin most plunge the soul, stood before her. Satan, too, 
a she afterwards told, seamed to lay his hand on her 
for the purpose of drawing ber back, as if alarmed at 
the prospect of losing his prey. She felt as if he 
seized her, Then che started, and ant up in bed, trying 
to keep herself awake, lest, if sho slept, ahe should 
awake in hell, 

Next morning she was restless and very unhappy, 
still fighting with her fears, and still seeking to conceal 
slike the struggle and the terror, by pretending total 
indifference to what she had heard the night before: 

Throughout the forenoon she waa unsettled and un- 
easy, going from room to room, without any real object, 
her countenance, all the while, betraying the misery of 
her soul. She tried different ways of employing herself, 
‘but was unable to fix her attention upon anything. She 
knew not what to do, such was the fever within ; and 
this moving to and fro was the unconscious expreasion of 
an inward grief, for which there was neither coneeal- 
ment nor relisf. She then sat down to write, but 
remained some minutes motionless, har forehead resting 
on ber hand, She then dated her letter, as if to begin. 
‘Then she stopped, forgetting what she meant to do, and 
totally absorbed with her own troubled thoughts, as 
if listening only to the fitful gusts of that tempest 
that had risen within. After thus sitting for a little, 
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‘wrapped in bitter musing, she dashed the pen away 
from her, exclaiming, with angry bitterness—* It is 
atrange that 1 cannot now even write to my own 
mamma!” It seemed as if for the time the spiritual 
convalsion that was going on within were unfitting 
her for everything. On being asked what was the 
matter, the pent-up feeling burst forth, and she ex- 
claimed, “ Oh! that man’s words have done for me |” 

"The secret was thus disclosed. The words which she 
bad heard on the previous evening were ringing in her 
ears, They had “done” for her. 

“ What were the words that so distressed her?” she 
was asked. “He asked us how we could go to sleep 
with sin unforgiven, when we knew not but that wo 
might awake in hell.” 

“ T happened (says her friend, who was with her at 
the time) to be reading notes of @ sermon by Mr 
M'Cheyne, from Song of Solomon ii. 14, She came to 
mo and asked if I would read it aloud to her, which 
I did. She listened very eagerly. I then proposed 
to read God's Word, and, as the above text had greatly 
interested her, we read a great part of the Song of Sclo- 
mon, which seamed sweat to her. When J stopped, she 
said, ‘ Read on, it is very beautiful’ She wept very 
much, and seemed a little relieved. She began from 
that time to read her Bible a great deal ; but still, for 

me time, she shewed an unwillingness to disclose her 

linge to any one. Two or thres times the sentence 
would escape her lips, ‘That man’s words have done 
for me!" 


In what way his words had “done for ber,” will be 


36 ‘THE AWAKING. 

plain enough. The expression, however, is one quite like 
herself, She was as vivid in expression as in feeling, 
and often gave vent to her impulses in such abrupt 
expressions as the above. Many of the kind will be 
found strewn over her letters, for she invariably, in 
expressing herself, took the words nearest at hand. 
‘Hence the brokenness, yet, at the same time, the vigour 
and point, which throw such interest into her corres- 
pondence. ‘To let out what she felt, and just in the 
way she felt at the time, was all ehe ever sought. 

‘Ons cannot but see what areal thing this awakening 
was. It was no excitement, no fancy, no flitting cloud 
of melancholy mysticiam, in which se many are finding 
all the religion they think needful It was all most 
genuine, There was nothing indistinct about it in the 
end, though the first shadow that stood over her might 
seem vagus and undefined. It was the “terrors of the 
Almighty” that had taken hold of her, It was a sense 
of nin that broke her down, Jt was the feeling of her 
‘lost estate that shook her frame and robbed her of her 
reat. 

In this there could be no imitation, either conscious 
or unconscious, for she had scarcely heard of such things 
before, She had read no experience of the kind. She 
had never seen another passing through such a cloud, 
‘Whatever her feelings might be, they were certainly 
uunborrowed. No book nor friend had said to her, “thua 
and thus you ought to feel.” She waa not trying to fool 
or trying to alarm herselé, The impressions awoke 
within her, aa in a moment, while she waa thinking of 
every other thing save of them ; the sense of sin Jaid 
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hold of her, when es yet she had no idea of gin at all. 
In after yours, these deepened and became more in- 
tense ; but even from the first they were of no super- 
ficial, no transient kind. 

Her feelings, at this time, seem to have been not 
unlike those which an old minister describes as bis, 
when thus aroused by the Spirit :-—“I had a deep im- 
pression of the things of God ; s natural condition and 
sin sppeared (and I felt it) worse than hell itself; the 
world and vanities thereof terrible and exceeding dan- 
gerous ; it was fearful then to have to do with it, or to 
berich. I saw ita day coming. Soripture expreesions 
were weighty. A Saviour was 9 big thing in mine 
eyes. Christ's agonies were then earnest with me, and 
T thought that, all my days I wes in a dream till now, 
or like a child in jest; and I thought the world was 
aleeping. Shame, trouble, and affliction, want and 
poverty, were sweet and secure, I was wearied of my 
life; it was bitterness to me, and sorrow did consume 
ma, 60 that there was a sensible influonce on my body, 
and I Jooked like a man come from the grave; yet 
did none know my trouble. The night was sweet, bo- 
cause I had some rest; but the morning was as the 
shadow of death, because I was to conflict; I would 
even have been content to have Jain still perpetually, 
my spirits were so over-foughten.” 

Immediately after this, she went into the country for 
& few days, There her impressions lost somewhat of 
their edge, and she tried to throw herself into the 
world again. -“ When she returned,” says her friend, 
“T happened to be writing, and my Bible was lying 
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open on the table beside me. When she saw thia, her 
hostile feelings returned, and she said, within herself (as 
he told me afterwards), ‘This is miserable work,’ wish- 
ing, at the same time, that she was back to her worldly 
friends.” 

But her convictions soon returned in all their force, 
and her anxiety increased. Nor did it again abate. 
She went back to the world no more—but, after a little 
delay, straight forward to the Cross, there to deposit 
all her sins and fears, 


CHAPTER IV. 


Che Drst. 


Tax sleep was broken, and the sleeper had opened her 
eyes upon 2 new region of feeling and of being, She 
saw danger—cternal danger in front, and she looked 
round for shelter. 

On the subject of religion her mind was a blank. 
Hence, though she had more to learn than many, she 
had lees to unlzarn. Self-righteousness (the great hin- 
derer of the soul when seeking rest) had less scope for 
its eubtleties and mares. 

‘The only manifestation of the self-righteous feeling 
wos in her preference of s small, dark or dimly lighted 
room, There she sat alone with her Bible, during the 
fow days that elapsed ere she found peace. Its gloom 
suited her. or terror, anger, and sorrow had taken 
hold of her. Light was for the joyous ;—did it not 
mock the sorrowfulf And what had sunshine to do with 
the darkness that was within # 

She had “ terrors ;” but she thought not of resting 
on them. She bad read no books inculesting “ terrors” 
as prerequisites to the sinner’s acceptance; and when 
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they came upon her, she fled out of them to the hiding- 
place, She did not reat on them, nor look upon them 
au a title or certificate, on the strength of which ehe 
might spproach the cross and claim forgiveness. 

As one besct with dangers, she seemed to sit down 
despairingly, not knowing which way to turn for help. 
But the Word of God, of which she had been so 
ignorant, and to which she bad now betaken herself, 
was itself to be her guide. She waa not permitted to 
remain long in darkness. The light soon arose. 

“One day,” says ber friend, “ when I was alone with 
ber, she asked me to read the Scriptures to her. We 
began the forty-third of Isaiah, but did not get fur- 
ther than the first verse, On reading it che esid that 
she was amazed et the love of God to sinners, She 
wept much over the concluding words, ‘thou art mine ;* 
and added that she wished she could feel that they 
were spoken to her. But even though she could not, 
ehe felt that they drew her to God. What she seamed 
to feel was this, that the God who sent such a message 
to Israel must necessarily be a God of grace ; and soeing 
such grace in him drew out her love in return. She 
eometimes got very impatient at her own distress, and 
used to express herself angrily. I remember on one 
oovasion, & friend, seeing her uneasiness, offered to pray 
with her; she refused, asying she would pray by her- 
self, She afterwards felt sorry for this. She gradually 
became more willing to tell me her feelings, and we 
read the Bible often together. At that time she pre- 
ferred this to reading it alone, es she mid she under- 
stood it better; not that there was any explanation 
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given, but sometimes we expressed what we felt on 
reading certain pawages, and this drew her attention 
more particularly to them. I, often being at a loss 
how to speak to her, urged her to see you; she was 
reluctant at first, fearing she might not be able to ex- 
‘press herself so that you could understand her ; however, 
abe soon agreed. After you had spoken and prayed 
with her, her mind seemed clearer and much calmer. 
At this time she attended the prayer-meetings and 
Bible-class regularly, and never shewed any desire to 
return to the world. Only once after this she went 
to a dancing party, and said, when she left, she could 
never retern to euch a scene. She spoke to a fiiend of 
hers who was also there about these gaisties, and told 
her there was no satisfaction in them, and added— 
‘Those friends of ours who will not come to them 
are happier than we are.’ This was the first time she 
had spoken for Christ, and she said that she felt happy 
et having an opportunity of doing #0. This friend 
avoided being alone with her ever afterwards.” 

She had now got her eye upon the cross; and, in 
seeing it, peace flowed in upon her. The knowledge of 
‘what had been acoomplished there took away her terror, 
and bade the storm be still. In the crucified One she 
gaw the Substitute, and on Him she saw the wrath, which 
che dreaded, descending, that it might not desssnd on 
her. There was life from his death ; there was healing 
from his stripes ; there was joy from his sorrow, 

But, ere long, this peace was ruffled. Some sifting 
‘was needed, and the tempter was allowed to disturb. 
On Wednesday the 2ist of July she was at my clase, 
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as she had been several times before. At the clove she 
waited behind the others, and put into my hands the 
following paper :— 

“T have entirely lost the sweet feeling of peace and 
happiness that I had some days ago; I am now, not in 
a state of sorrow or grief because I feel myself to bo a 
sinner, but in a state of great alarm, so that I can get 
no rest. The more I look into my heart, the more 
alarmed I get, for I see it is so much worse than I 
ever imagined. I see and feel that I cannot think « 
single good thought ; in short, I perfectly feel how true 
that verse is, wherein the heart is described as deceitfal 
sbove all things and desperately wicked. Now, how 
oan. such a heart ever turn to Christ? I don’t under- 
stand it; ever since I believed I have bad Jess peace 
every day. Now you told me that, if I believe, my 
sins are pardoned ; how am I ever to think they ara, if 
T feel the burden of them heavier than ever I did before 
Last night I was in such agony, because I thought I 
had got hold of Christ, and Satan tried to pull me 
Yack; I tried to pray, but could not; I oonld not 
get myself to believe that God would hear me. It was 
fearfal! My only consolation is in thinking of Christ; 
and, oh! if I could just know and feel that I was reat- 
ing upon him, I should not mind these thoughts #0 
much, What makes me so changeable? Why do I 
sometimes feel happy in thinking of him, and at other 
times nothing but despair? The Bible tells us so mush 
about having a new heart, being born again; now, will 
my heart ever be changed? For I soe it must be, before 
1 can love Christ as I ought. 1 often feel both loveand 
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ratitude to Him, but it is a selfish Jove ; there is no 
urity in my love; I don't love Him for himself alone. 
f1 were not #0 vile, I am sure I could love Him! 
have a great desire and longing to know Him; I can't 
sl what I mean rightly, but I want to know Him, his 
haracter, everything about Him, and then I don't 
sink I shall be able to help loving Him. Ought I to 
ome to His table with these feelings? Oh! surely I 
aould see Him there! I long to go, yet am fearful, I 
vel as if 1 could say much more, but I am afmid of 
reepassing on your time. I fear it is asking too much, 
> request you to have the great kindness to give me 
n answer in writing: but I am sare to forget what you 
ay in speaking, and I wish much not to forget, I am 
‘ery grateful to you for your past kindness to me.” 

To this I replied next day. She has preserved my 
eply among her papers; and as it may be useful, T 
ive it here :—“ Your logs of peace comes from your 
voking away from Christ. It was the glimpee you got 
f Him that gave you peace, and now Satan has turned 
our eye to something ele, so that you could not but 
yee it. Perhaps you have been tempted to think that 
omething more is needed to maintain that peace, than 
he mere aight of Christ and his Cross, Perhaps you 
re thinking that, s addition to this, there must be 
he night of something good in yourself—some im- 
ovement, some feeling, some holiness—before you can 
xpect to retain your joy. Now, from beginning to 
nd of a Christian's life, it is the sight of the Cros, and 
f that alone, that gives rest to his soul, It is what 
1e e008 in Christ, not what he aces in himself, that keeps 
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his soul in perfect peace. Study the Cross. Do not 
suppose you know all about it well enough, and only 
neod to feel it. This is delusion which darkens many. 
Search the Scriptures, to Znow more of Christ, and of 
what He has done. 

“You my that the more you look into your heart, 
the more alarmed you get. I don't wonder at this. 
Did you ever expect anything else? Did you expect to 
see something else there than sin? It is indeed worse, 
infinitely worse, than you have ever yet conceived. No 
tongue can tell, nor heart conceive, its wickedness. 
Hence the absurdity of looking into it for comfort. 
Wonld you look into = dungeon for ligt? Would yon 
go near an iceberg to get heat? You are to look into 
yourself, not for good, but for evil; not for holiness, 
but for sin ; not for life, but for death: in order that 
you may bring all your wants, and sing, and complaints 
to Christ. Study yourself, in order to become more 
and more dissatisfied with your own heart, Study 
Christ, in order to become more and more satiyied with 
Him. 

“You complain of unbelief—burden of sin being 
heavitr—Satan pulling you away from Christ, &c. 
Well,—go t God with your complaints, Tell Him all 
that you have told me—and with the same confi- 
dence, or rather with a thousand times more confidence ; 
for He is infinitely more worthy of it and more willing 
to hear you, even you. * Him that cometh unto me I 
will in no wise cast out.’ You say, ‘my only consola- 
tion is in thinking of Christ." Could you have better 
consolation! I am glad to think that it is so, and’ I 
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trust that your present perplexities will drive you away 
from every other refuge and every other source of com- 
fort, and make you look to Jesus—to Jesus alone. Tell 
Him that you long to know him more ; that you pee that 
in Him is contained everything you need for time and 
eternity ; aak him to unfold his treasures to you. You 
need not fear a repulse. He loves to hear you, and to 
answer you. Trust him. Unbosom your whole eout 
to him. Tell him every feeling of your heart. He can 
comfort you, and he wil, Only do not distrust Him. 
Nothing grieves Him more than this. And this is the 
only thing that will ultimately keep you from peace. 
You cannot love Jesus as He ought to be loved, till 
He teach you; and even then, while on earth, there 
will remain much of impurity and selfishness in your 
love. But do not despond on that account—oonfess 
your selfighness to Him ; He will forgive it all. And, 
besides, remember that love to Him is not necessarily 
torong, because selfish. It is wrong indeed not to love 
Bim for his own loveliness,—but it is not wrong to love. 
‘Him for having loved wa, The want of gratitude would 
‘be as sinfal as the want of love to him for himself. 
“We love him because he first loved us’ Read the 
whole of the first epistle of John, 

“Tf you are looking simply to Jesus as your Saviour, 
your life, your all, you ought to go to the table. That 
in the true test of discipleship. 

“Hold on! It is for heaven! You have a rich 
inheritance before you; and, oh! is it not worth 
little pain and labour to ‘win Christ, and be found in 
Him’ ?” 
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‘The peace which she had found was too real to be 
destroyed. It had been shaken, but it was re-catab- 
Yished. It came directly from “ Him who is our peace,” 
and from His crow, where peace was made. He changed 
not. His cross remained the same. It atill spoke peace 
to the sinner. And there, where M—— had found 
peace at first, there also, and in the same way, she 
found it again. How it was occasionally broken, and 
then recovered, the remaining chapters, and specially 
thoes which contain extracts from her letters and 
diaries, will fully shew. 

Knowing little of Scripture, the speed and simplicity 
with which ehe found her way to the cross is amazing. 
But the Spirit led her on. She had thrown hervef 
upon the Divine Word, and God honoured His Word. 
Tt seemed as if now God himself bad put the Bible into 
her hand, and she seized it as her treasure. From that 
never-to-be-forgotten week, it was with her continually. 
‘Nothing would part her from it. It became hor light, 
her joy, her companion, along the narrow way. 

The following extract from her first to s friend in 
Kelso, after her return home, will shew the state of 
her mind — 

: « P_,, August 4, 1841. 

tke ‘What endless gratitude do I owe to God for 
what He has done for me! Ob that He would teach 
me to love Him 2s He onght to be loved! What a 
cold, what » dead heart mine must be, that does not 
continually beat with love and gratitude for such un- 
merited love! I would not exchange one hour of 
communion with Him, for the whole world and all the 
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treasures it contains. I seem to myself to have s new 
existence; nothing gives me now the least pleasure that 
formerly was all my happiness ; everything that does 
not speak of God seems so dry and uninteresting; every 
book seems dull after that mine of pure treasure, His 
own Book. How bitterly I now regret my sinful neglect 
of the Book that is now so precious to me!* But I 


It wony interest tha reader to have some reminiscences of the sasson 
when M— found peso, The friend formerty quoted thus per 
cotds:—"'On the 20th of Juns, the Sth chapter of Jchn was bogun. 
Jeans was oot before tx aa the healer, we enw the fulnses of his charactor 
a the healer, his teadernoss se wall a his skill Glimpses of the 
manbood of our Lord-—Verus mt up to the feast what feasts must there 
“hao been to ble holy, human soul? what pure worship, what fellow- 
skip with the Father? I remember dear M— dwelling with great de- 
ight on the steps of Jesus; she delighted in tho person of the ord, and 
Seemed to reslise"bis minutest actions as recorded in the Wort I 
think she began at an esrly stage of her experiense, even when ber 
peace fluctusted tauch, to be attracted by the pero of the Lord, Her 
‘analety was that she might coms to Jerus Aimx/f; not merely that she 
might understand this or that doctrine abont Jegas. In Fune #7, on John 
‘¥. 10-18, we ware lod to see the opposition to Jesus and his work: what 
saints ere to expect from the world; when Christ does his mighty works 
in & town, oF congregation, or family, what opposition! Our dear frieod 
Knew something of this, and learned meskoees under tt, You will 
rvmnmmber her earnest lougings after humiity when this erces came, 
Aaly §.—Jobn v. 12-19. Wesaw Jemus as Emmanual, the Son, the Sent 
One, theomtre of all beanty, divine and human, of all glory, created and 
‘unsreated, wud we were glad when it wea said to us, ‘hear yo bin.’ 
July 11—Sohn v. 29, $1. The Fathee’s love to the Gon -~the bearing of 
‘this Jove on us and our interests ; it is because of this love of the Pather to 
‘the fon that the sinner hes hope; the more we realise this trath, the 
‘more firm we shall fool the ground of our scomptance. Whats well of lilo 
‘this sutgect was to many! Dear M— luxuristed in euch truths. July 
W—John y. 94 Tein in hearing the word of Janus that wo are Bloat; bis 
‘words coatain and convey the blessing ; we gut it by beomning listaners to 
kn 46 Is not 3 future merely, bot m preamt Hfe be gives, July 25. 
Communion 





‘Mr J. 3's taxt—* Lay hold on seruat lis," people mnch quickansd. One 
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do not wonder that I have so often thought it dry, 
for I did not understand it ; the very same words have 
now a meaning, a beauty that I never saw in them 
before. Ob, the wonderful love of God to such & 
sinner 1” 


aman could not sleep after it, . .. Our dear friend M— cane to me for 
‘s day (July 27), the greatest part of which was spent in reading the Word. 
‘Lremenber tha engerness with which she asked questions, nnd her thiret 
tobe acquainted with Christ. She had oooaslonsl joy, but not steady 
‘ponoo at tle time,” 


CHAPTER V. 


Grials oud Soqe. 


To pass from @ circle where the new nature found so 
mauoh to meet and satisfy its fervent outgoings, to one 
where all was unoongenial, was heavy sorrow. During 
these few weeks in which she had been tasting the joys 
of the wondrous change, feeding upon the Word, and 
having fellowship with Him whom she had so lately 
learned to love, abe bad been mingling with those 
who were of one mind in these things. Intercourse like 
this she bad found beyond measure sweet. But 
there wes a wide circle of friends with whom she had 
‘been wont to mingle, who were of another mind. She 
must now retarn to these. How is she to feel? 
They and she had hitherto been at one in their 
sympathies; now this oneness was at an end. Her 
affeotion towards them remained unaltered; but her 
sympathies had ceased. Tha tie of congeniality was 
bypken ; for, since she had parted from them, she 
hid been born into a new life; and with that new 
Te had come new testes, new longings, new loves, 
sew aims of being. They were the same as when she 
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Jeft them in June last—she was wholly different ; as 
loving as ever, nay, more deeply, truly loving, yot still 
a different being. There could not but be something 
‘both strange and sad on her return. 

‘Thus she expresses her experience on this point in a 
Teter, dated August 10, 1841:—* When I returned 
home, I felt as if 1 were # different being. Everything 
about me was the same, but all within me had under. 
@oneachange. Oh! have had some sweet and precious 
hours! 80 sweet and 0 precious, that I have longed to 
leave this vain world at once, and to be with God,— 
to see him face to face,—to be with Jesus,—to be 
absent from the body and present with the Lord. 
. ««. I miss the sweet converse that we had in dear 
Keleo. Everything then excited me to greater diligence 
in seeking God ; but I oflen find now, « lurking feel- 
ing, that so much diligence is not necessary, Will 
you pray for me that I may never grow cold!” 

And again,—“T am afraid my friends will got think 
me a very pleasant companion, for how can I laugh 
and talk about trifles, when I so long to talk of Jesust” 

Again, in November 1841, she writes,—“ Aud now I 
aust tell you of my troubles, One thing is a cause 
of much distress to me, and that is my conduct with 
yegard to others. I am always told that I ought te be 
cheerfal, and enter into the amusements of those around 
me, that they may not think the change in me is lor 
the worso, in place of the better. Lately I have bein 
trying to act thus; and the consequence to myself, ix, 
that I have totally lost all my enjoyment in thea 
things, that only » few weeks ago made me so happy. 
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Is it not strange? I have no spiritual joy, no near- 
ness to God, no realising of unseen things . 
‘Though 1 do speak and laugh with them, I have no 
interest in it. I have no interest in any of the things 
of this world; and yet no enjoyment of the things of 
the next. I have had many a conversation with —— 
upon the subject. They tell me to laugh and talk and 
be happy. I may soem so, but in reality Iam not, I 
think I go into extremes, One is to live so much, as 
it were, in the other world, realising its pleasures, feal- 
ing God near, and delighting in prayer, and reading 
and thinking upon Christ (oh! I love to do that |), that 
long to be away and with Him; and thus I unfit myself 
for other things, till I begin to think that I am very 
selfish in trying to make myself so happy; and then I 
go to the other extreme, get wretched, and care for 
nothing, Could I not join them? I am afraid it is 
only advanced Christians that can do that, for they 
are not so selfish as Tam... .. Is it wrong to take 
n0 interest in this world, and to seek continually to 
live in the contemplation of the next?” 

Had her change been a partial or a gradual one, the 
dissimilarity might not have been felt so much. But 
her conversion had been so sudden, one might may 
abrupt, the nature of tlre change had been a0 decided, 
“so much the oppomte of everything superficial or tran- 
sient, that in the return to old companions, and even 
relatives, there was a shock distinctly felt. 

Jt was a sharp trial to her. Yet she felt it to be 
wholly unavoidable. Unless she could put off the new 
nature she had received, or part with her new tastes, 
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or draw 4 veil between her eye and the eternal king- 
dom, she could not be what she once had been. It 
was not that she dared not compromise; she could 
not, It was not simply that it would be sinful to 
reenter the world ; she cowld not. The depth of the 

hhad made these things impossible. If the 
change, though real, had been more shallow and 
partial, there might have been struggles, and yield- 
ings, and compliances, and regrets, and vacillations. 
From all these she was saved. Jt was not that 
she had torn out the world’s joys from her breast; 
they had been resistleasly but quietly dispossessed, co 
that there was no longer room for them. It waa not 
that she had succeeded in trampling out the “ wildfire 
of the heart,” as Whitefield called it ; the blood of the 
sacrifice bad quenched it. It was not that she had oaet 
off the world; it had fallen off by the very necessity of 
the new nature, in which it found nothing to which it 
could attach itself. 

But while all this greatly simplified her course, and 
freed her from those entanglements to which half- 
hearted discipleship never fails to expose the individual, 
it did not remove the pain arising in her soul, from the 
consciousness of the unoongeniality between herself and 
those whom she so truly loved.* “She met them as before, 
but there was 4 difference. Could she fail to perceive‘ 
and to feel it? 

Besides this, there was the awful thought, that while 
he had thus been made partaker of eternal life, they 
had not. They were still in that world which she had 
left; and she knew that to belong to that world is death, 
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and that the friendship of the world is enmity with 
God. She might bear taunts and coldness, She 
might submit to socusations of pride, or self-esteem, 
or unkindness; but how could she bear the thought 
that the everlasting welfare of those whom she ro- 
vered and loved was still at hazard? 

‘Tt was this that tried her 20 sorely. And through- 
out her life, thie trial was always her keanest. Her 
yearning over unsaved relatives or companions, often 
rose to agony. That one whom she loved should be 
lost for ever, was more than she could bear to think of. 

Her new position in her circle is thus referred to by 
one dear to har “in the flesh,” and afterwards yet 
dearer in the Lord :—“ On her return it was very mani- 
fest that a real and decided change bad taken place, 
Tt was now that she began that constantly kept up 
correspondence with J. W. which will best describe the 
progress of her soul, the trials she met with, and the 
battles which, as a faithful soldier of the cross, she had 
now to fight. One of her sorest trials was that she stood 
alone and had no one to speak to or sympathise with 
her; and, to her affectionate nature, this must have 
(been very painful I had totally forgotten all J 

learned in K-——, and had, at this time, a decided 
enmity to the truth. I remember yet the painful 
feeling which the sights of M—— reading her Bible 
uped to stir up. There was one spot in a little spare 
‘Dedroom where she used to meet with God; and, go at 
what hour I pleased, there she sat with her Bible on 
her knee, poring over its contenta ‘She ia for ever 
at that tiresome Bible” was my thought, but, fortu- 
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nately for me now, I never gave expremion to these 
feelings. One day she came to me with a book tied 
up, and inclosing the little paper which I sent you.* I 
opened the parcel eagerly, in the hope of finding a 
book congenial to me ; and felt much dimppointed 
that it was only a Bible. What a long-suffering God 
he has been to ms! My beloved one did not go lohg 
mourning alone, however ; for, about two months after 
her return from K-——, you came to Edinburgh and 
visited us, When M—— told me you were coming, the 
mention of your name brought strange feelings to my 
mind, and I felt the instantaneous conviction fash 
‘upon me, that now was the time when Christ or the 
world mtst be chosen. The Lord inclined me to listen 
to you, and I believe, if I have found the Saviour at 
all, it was that evening when you spoke of him to me, 


© From this “‘little paper” we extract s few sentences:—“‘My 
‘beloved aiater, will you accept a8 & present from me the scoanpany 
ing volume? It ia the beet, of books, fort fs able to make you wise 
‘unto salvation. Oh! pray to God that it may do wo. Besd often in 


you have no fosting. Pray for feeling. Ask him to tesch you to love him 
end bis ways, better than all the world, and he will teach you... He 
Jongs Sor youto come to him, that he may bless you by giving you bicaself, 
«+++ He wants to make as happy with his love sven here; and then, 
‘when wo leave this life, whore shall we be if we have beligved tn his name? 
In heaven with Himself, We shall soe him face 10 f200, we shall soe hima 
‘ea ho is, Is net the thought of living for ever with Jesus in hesren, 
enough to make us give up this poor, pariahing world?. . . . Ome thing is 
needfal; ohT choose that good part, and it shall not be taken from yon. 
And, dearset, when we pray for onreelvee, do not let us forget to pray for 
others, Let un pray thet, as we are now a fumity on earth, wo may be 
fond, at the last day, # family in beaven. ... . That God may enable 
you to overcome, ia the earnest prayer of your most affectionate sister, 
‘M—— Anguat 38, 1841. 
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After this, M—— was most earnest in her exertions to 
win the rest of us to Christ, and we agreed to have a 
prayer-meeting for them every night, which wo kept 
up a8 long as wo were together. The Lord has 
answered many of these prayers of hers already, and 
J trust that he will answer them still, and bring those 
of us nigh who sre as yet afar off.” 

Her anziety as to the spiritual wellbeing of others, 
referred to in the above extract, is thus manifested in 
a letter to myself, of date Sept. 25, 1841:— Do you 
think that —— has really found peace? She often 
quite puziles me. She is at times full of joy, and at 
others, again, she dues not seem to know whether she 
believes or not. She appears to me to take her confi- 
dence too much from what she feels; and, therefore, 
when she does not feel, she begins to doubt. Perhaps 
you oan discover her real state from her letters to you; 
and you would make me very happy if you would write 
a fow lines to me, to let me know what you think of 
her, Oh, my dear sir, how anxious Iam about her! She 
is very anxions about others, which surely she would 
not be, if she did not sce the necessity of it herself. 
You will be glad to hear that our two friends, whom we 
spoke to you about, seam very anxious. One of them 
(who, I think, is most so) came to speak with us yester- 
day. She said she knew no one who would speak to 
her about these things, and she seems to dread the 
ridioule of her companions, if she were to become 
religious; and then, she says, she is eo fond af, the 
world, and that she has not strength of mind to give 
itup. But if she were once to taste purer pleasure, 
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if she could taste and see that the Lord is good, she 
would not be so fond of the world, and would not find 
it wo difficalt to give it up as she thinks, She asked me 
for a book upon the vanity of the world ; could you tell 
me of any that might be of uso to herf.... . I 
have another favour to ask of you, that you would pray 
for my beloved little brother, who is away from us all. 
Perhaps we may never see him again on earth. Oh! 
“pray that we may meet him in heaven, And will you 
ask God that he may mest with Christian friends 
wherever he goes, who will tell him about Jama? Oh 
that I could dnow that he ia Christ’s! Then would 
he be safe, whatever happened to him in thia vain 
world.” 

Some short time after, the relative referred to in tho 
commencement of the above extract, having become a 
fellow-pilgrim with her on the way to Jerusalem, we 
have such a letter as the following, giving us a glimpse 
of their feelings and trials:—* I must tell you an in- 
teresting conversation we had. ——, and ——-, and 
were dining with us, and, after dinner, some 
remark of R——'s about putting ‘love’ in place of 
‘charity,’ in the 13th of Ist Corinthians, Jed to a 
deeply interesting conversation upon spiritual things 
It is a very solemn thing for two girls like us to 
peak of these things before others ; and very painful. 
They were all very angry with us; for they think we 
suppose none of the family is converted but we two. 
‘They say they cannot understand us et all; and —~ 
paid, it was so strange to see two of one family think- 
ing differently from all the rest ; and when he mid, 
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fan you explain itt I said to him, Lay the case before 
fod, and ask Him to explain it to you. I just fancied 
od opening his eyes, and shewing him the reason, 
th, he could understand us then! It was a painful 
cene; but I felt vary grateful that we were permitted 
© speak for God before such precious onea. It is 
trange how unbelieving I feel at these times, and how 
leseried, a8 if I were left entirely to my own strength. 
. «.. Fam always glad when we speak in that way, 
or it gives us an opportunity of bringing in a great deal 
of God’s Word, and it makes them think of these things 
vhether they will or no; and it does R-—- and me 
jood, for it stirs us up, and makes unseen things more 
al, But I wonder when any of them are to be 
hanged. ... . . The only thing that gave me com- 
ort this morning was these simple words—the God of 
ruth, But when the Spirit really applies them, they 
‘an feed the soul for a long time. Can't you trust the 
3od of trath, my beloved one? Oh, yes ; let us trust in 
tim at all times. We shall soon ses him face to face, 
ind then all unbelief will fly away for ever. We can- 
1ot gaze on that loving countenance, and have another 
ear. Ob to eee it now by faith! Jesus seems to be 
mailing on us both, even while I am writing to you. 
2h to be his only, his wholly, his now, his von even! I 
was much pleased with what you said, about speaking to 
me soul every day. It would indeed be very blessed 
two really did that, We are apt to say, that is too 
ittle ; but, alas! if we look back upon our past life, 
tow many days in which we have done nothing! Yea, 
we are selfish creatures ; at least I am.” 
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‘Thus her joys and sorrows mingled together ; her 
hopes and her fears alternated. . In the midst of 
ouch to ruffle and sadden her, she still held fast the 
eros, Though broken off from former friendships, 
and snffering neglect in many unexpected quarters, she 
found that the companionship of Jesus could supply 
every want, and compensate for every sorrow. Thongh 
oft “ in heaviness through manifold temptations,” she 
yet “ greatly rejoiced” in the fellowship of her new- 
found Saviour.* 

The following extracts from letters to her Kelso 
friend will fully unfold her feelings. They are miscel- 
Taneous, but not the less suitable for our object. Wo 
confine our selections in this chapter to the letters 
written during the five months succeeding her con- 
‘version. 

“« P—, August 14, 1841, 

“ My pgangst J——,—I daresay you are astonished 
at hearing again so 200n from me, but I cannot help writ- 
ing, as I long to tell you of all God hasdone for me. At 
every new proof of his love and pity, after first thank- 
ing the Giver of every good and perfect gift, I long to 
tell you all the feelings of my heart, Oh! it is a 
delightful thing to think that God locks on you with 
Tove—that he teaches us to love him ; but I need not 
attempt to speak of the gratitude I owe him for his rich 
mercy ; when I think of all his unmerited love, J am 
Jost in wonder and admiration: and then how I hate 


* Shortly aftar equversion, an old minister thus desurtbes his feclings 
—“ I want ebout the fielda singing songs of triumph over Satan.” 
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myself! Ihave found a remedy for pride; F think of 
Jeaus! that is enough, it lays me in the dust, and then 
I not only feel sorrow, but shame for my sin. Oh! 
how I grieve that I must still do nothing but sin against 
gach a holy God! In everything I sin and come short 
of his glory ; but, bleased thought! Christ made atone- 
ment for all sin—and, oh | does he not now look upon 
me in the face of Jesus Christ ! 

“,.. «There is one thing I wish to write about, 
for it appears to me sv strange, that I cannot under- 
stand it, On Sandays, or after tho Communion, or, 
ip short, after any time when I have felt peculiar joy 
from a sense of God’s presence, I am almost sure to be 
unhappy afterwards ; now, why is thia? I felt it both 
after the Communion in Kelso, aud when I returned 
home. Iwas very happy at the time, but almost imme- 
diately after, the feeling changed, and my heart was 
restless and unhappy. I seemed to long for something, 
T knew not what; and it was the same last Sunday. It 
seems to me as if 1 hed s Sunday through the week, 
and that Sunday was like a week-day! Now, should 
you not think that Sunday would be a day of peculiar 
enjoyment to me, when I may meditate on God and his 
love, read his own Word, and go to his house the whole 

Yet it is not so. I am sometimes frightened at 
thoughta that take possession of my heart,—hard 
ghts of God and a distaste of religion altogether. 

urely God is not angry with me for having these 
houghts of him, for he knows how I hate them, and 
ow sincere my desire is to have very different thoughts 

Phim, 1 am glad he knows all my heart, for then he 
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knows how I long after him. ‘ Lord, thou knowest all 
things ; thou knowest that I love thee.’” 


« P—_, August 17, 1841. 

“ My vaak Mea H.,—I cannot tell you with what 
pleasure I received your letter. My heavenly Father 
has been indeed abundant in goodness to me, in giving 
me 60 many opportunities of knowing more of Him, 
and of hearing His beloved name. His name ongbt, 
indeed, to be precious to me, and I humbly thank Him 
that He has made it #0. How amazed J am that I could 
ever have had pleasure in anything apart from God} 
‘Will you have patience with me while I tell you of a 
thought that has taken possession of my mind—I know 
not how—I think Satan must have put it there to rob 
me of my peace, for it certainly does sometimes make 
ma more miserable than I can tell you, and even with 
God's own promises before my eyes, I cannot get com- 
fort? It is the thought that I am not in Christ, that I 
om not trusting to Him, and that, consequently, I 
ought not to got comfort from God's promises—that 
they are only for those who believe. Now, should you 
not think it an easy thing to know whether you 
believed a thing or not? and yet I find it often very 
difficult to know whether I do or not. Do not mistake 
me, do not think that I want to find anything in my- 
self to lean upon for comfort; on the contrary, 1 want 
to know that I am not looking to myself, but to Jeeus; 
I want to know that I am holding fast, for, till 1 know 
‘that I am doing so, I am in continual fear. Now, is 
it not strange that I should have these fears now which. 
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I had not at first? You say, get clearer and clearer 
views of Him who is the perfection of beauty, O my 
dear, kind friend, will you tell me how I am to get 
clear views of Him? I em very stupid, very slow at 
learning, but, oh! I am most willing, most anxious to 
learn. These thoughts sometimes tempt me to despair, 
but having tasted that the Lord is gracious, I am very 
unvilling to think that I have not an interest in Him, 
to think that I shall not be found in Him. I must go 
on.—I would die with joy this moment if I were eure 
that my hope was in Him. For what is life without 
Him! My dear friend, will you write to me as soon 
as you can find time, and tell me where the fault lies? 
it must be in me. Oh! tell me how to reotify it, and 
may God bless you for it! You must forgive the 
shortness of this letter, for I cannot write to-day, 
There is only one thing now I want to ask your advice 
‘upon, and that is how I ought to study the Bible—I 
mean, in what order I should read it, and what parte I 
ought to read most.” 

« P——, September 1, 1841, 

he - Sometimes, when I am sitting alone, I 
feel 0 happy that I can scarcely beat it; bat, alas! 
how soon my joy is turned to bitter, yes, bitter grief, 
when the thought comes across me that othera whom I 
Jove do not share it with ma! I do indeed feel that the 
thought of one’s own bliss is almost forgotten in sorrow 
for others, I most gladly agree to the proposal of 
praying for them ; and, oh! if we should be heard! 
My heart thrills at the thought! Let us plead, again 
and again, the name so dear to God's ear, the sweet 
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name of Jesus! I have often thought, in praying for 
others, that God has promised to give us whatsoever wo 
ask in that name. Now, if we ask him for the conver- 
sion of any one we love, will he not grant our prayers? 
It appears to me that I onght not to despond so much 
when I have his own promise; and ‘God is not a man 
that be should lie,’ 

Manes . » How I love the very name of a Chris- 
tian! [have taken a great longing to know ome of 
God's own children. .....” 


= September 11, 1841. 

«..... T cannot tell you the happiness I have 
had aince I last wrote to you ; I was then in grief about 
E—, but, oh! how my blasied heavenly Father has 
enabled me to rejoice for her now! I trust she and I 
are now travelling together the narrow way that leads 
to life, I trust she is now one of God’s children, and 
that nothing can ever pluck her out of his hand. I 
think I ‘feel more gratitude when I think of R—— 
than of myself; there is something so exquisitely de- 
lightful in the thought that God has called her to 
himself, that I cannot thank him, I can only weep, and 
my tears are tears of joy. Mr ——'s has been a 
Dlemed visit to us both......B, and I can now 
peak together, for we are of one mind; we love the 
eame dear Saviour. Have I not cause for gratitude? 
Should I not dove much, and yet, is it not grievous that 
my heart is 80 cold? But I do not despair. Jesus can 
melt even my heart. I have been at times ina terrible 
state since I last wrote you, but I have now found 
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peace, and I trast it will not again leave me so utterly 
as it did, I can hardly tell you the horrid thoughta I 
bad; but the more sinful I found mynelf to be, in 
plaoe of being the more grateful for a Saviour, I began 
to despair, and to think I was too wicked ever to be 
eaved! I thought God could not love me; I felt as if 
he Joved all the world but me; in short, I was miser- 
able ;—oh! may he grant that { may never feel 50 
miserable again, and may he forgive me my wicked- 
need in doubting his love 1” 


=, October 19, 1841. 
“ My puansst Mus H.—I feel such @ great desire 
to write to you, that I think I must obey the dictates 
of my heart, and try to write you a few lines, I wish 
1 could tell you all I feel and all I have felt since I last 
wrote to you; but, oh! I haves cold, cold heart; I think 
nobody has such a gold heart as I have, for I am not 
grateful to my Father in heaven, and yet I have so 
much to be grateful for. Dear Mrs H., I think one 
reason why I love you so much is, because I know that 
you love Jesus, and, oh! I should like to love him as 
much as you do, Is His not a sweet name? I some- 
times say to myself, when J am cold and ungrateful, 
Jems lovea thee so much that He died for thee, and 
then I think about His love, His redoeming love, till I 
Jove Him too—I can't help it, Think of loving Him 
always, and without sin! Ob to be in heaven |—to see 
Him as He is} Can it be, that for vile sinners there is 
such blessedness in store !—wonderful lore! 1 some- 
times think that when I get to heaven I hall at first 
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‘be contented with seeing Him, with gazing with eurap- 
‘tured eyes at Him who died for me, and then that I 
“shall be wishing for a look from Him, then a word, 
sweet and lovely as Himself, and then I will fly to Him, 
and never, never leave Him more! ... When you 
write, speak a great deal about Jesus, and tell me, too, 
what a wicked, sinful creature J am, for, when I think 
about Him I forget that I am ao vile, which I should 
not do, for I know I ought to feel great sorrow for sin. 
I do not hate myself enough. Dear Mrs H,, is it not 
very delightful to think that our glorious Jesus has not 
knocked in vain at the door of B.'s heart? She has 
opened to that beloved Saviour, and I trust—why 
should I doubt {she is now His own child.” 


“ November 5, 1841. 

Leer I felt great sweetness in praying for you 

all to our Father this morning, and last night I went 
to implore a blessing on you when I knew you would 
ba at——. Tell mo when you write, if yon felt God 
near, for I prayed so that you might ; and, dear J, 
pray much for me just now, for I am very, very ad; = 
may say with trath that I go mourning all the day 
Jong ; I tell God that I do #0 long to feel him near, 
that I cannot live without him, and yet I have not 
found him. 1 know that be hears me, but I cannot, 
oh! I cannot feet that he does ; he seems so far away, 
and as if he were hiding his face. Porhaps it is his dis- 
cipline, and that he is trying how long I shall perse- 
vere to seek him in the dark ; if so, I ought to submit, 
and I do, but it is with sorrowing. Oh! if he would 
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try me in any other way, I think I could bear it ; but to 
withdraw Aimadf ia a kind of slow death, always dying, 
but never dead! Dear J~——, will you tell him that I 
have waited long! Tell him to smile upon me at last, 
to give me cause to say, ‘I waited patiently for the 
Lord, and he inclined unto me, aud heard my cry ;’ 
and pray that I may have deep convictions of tin, that 
I may fats it, and that I may have atrong faith, for I 
have very little. 

Lae ‘When I gut your letter this morning, 
before I opened it, I prayed that if there was anything 
im it about the love of Jesus I might be enabled to 
feel it, for nothing seema ever to melt this desperately 
hard heart of mine. One thing will melt it—a sight of 
the Lamb in heaven! It will melt then, because I shall 
be like him, for I shall see him as he is; but he could 
melt it now, he might look upon me now and make me 
happy : ob that he would! Tell me if you are happy, 
and that will give me some happiness too. You oan 
feel for me when I am mourning after God and not 
finding him. I cannot be cheerful and gay with others ; 
I know I ought to deny myself for the sake of others ; 
‘but there is no one on earth I ought to love like God, 
and I ought to grieve at his absence, Am I not weep- 
ing after Jerusalem's King? and should I not long to 
be home? . .... I am only afraid of ceasing to woep after 
Jesus! I would rather weep for Him than laugh with 
the world!” 

“ P—, November \1, 1841. 

Wiebe I hope you often think of me and pray 
for me, for, oh! I need your prayers; the oppremive 
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load ia still on me; I am scarcely, if at all, better than 
when I last wrote; I don't know what it ie, I very 
often attempt to pray, but I have no comfort in it ; 
sometimes, for one moment, I feel a degree of sweetness; 
‘but Satan comes immediately and takes it away. Last 
night I had the most extraordinary feeling of terror and. 
misery I ever yet had. I bad gone to the throne for 
some comfort (for I know that I can get frve oom- 
fort nowhere else); well, I did feel some nearness 
to God, and, about ten minutes after, Satan put such 
dreadful thoughts into my mind as made me think 
that I was lost. Then I felt as if I had been too 
presumptuous in striving to get so near to God, and 
tbat he was angry with me! I sometimes feel afraid 
of Satan; but, after all, he cannot really harm me, I 
want to know all his wiles, that I may not fall a 
victim to them. 

ie schetete ‘Tell dear ——~ that it will not be with 
my will, if I do not come Kelsoward with the spring 
flowers. What a long time it seems till then! When 
I think that the leaves have all to fade, die, and fall ; 
to be covered with snow, and the snow to melt, and 
again the leaves to begin to bud before I see you! But, 
after all, it i @ short time, and it will pass at last: that 
is what cheers me often when wearied with earth's 
omptiuess and with sin; that heaven sil! burst upon 
may view! our view! Zhen we shall see the wisdom and 
tove that are displayed in all our dark and sorrowful 
hours ; we shall then ‘ know how much wo owe.’ Oh 
that that may indeed be the end of all! I somotimes 
think how precious Christ must be in afflictions, for, 
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when anything hurts you, do not your thoughts imme- 
diately fly to one who you know sympathises with all 
yourgrisfu! What » heart must Jess have !—no won- 
Ger the poor soul that feels he is far away is sick with 
longings for him! I had a letter from A—— on Tues- 
dsy, and she will have my answer this morning. I 
wish I could write anything worth her trouble in read- 
ing it ; but what can I write but sin? All I do is sin, 
all I think is sin ; J am all ain, and Satan tempte me 
to doubt I am too sinful to come to Christ! Well, Mr 
—— told me one thing which I try to hold fast; he waid, 
‘Trust God for eternal life, and if you do not get it, 
God would be untrue.’ Now, it is impossible that God 
should lie, so that I mean to trust him for life, and 
eurely I cannot perish. I want to begin a course of 
reading with you, if you have no objeotions—I mean 
that we should take any part of the Bible you like to 
fix on, and let us read it prayerfully together, and tell 
each other any new views we may discover. Should 
you like it, do you fix the hour, and the part to read, 
and tell me in your next: and I should like also to fix 
another hour for meeting at the Throne together. We 
might often meet in spirit though absent in body. Will 
five o'clock suit you? And don’t you think, increase 
of grace to ourselves should be one of our petitions, 
and the other interoession for any one peculiarly dear ? 
Let us then agree to plead together at five for our 
parente—plead you for mine and for your own, and I 
shall do the eame ; and let 2s remember the promise, 
‘If two of you shall agree as touching saything they 
thall ask,’ £0. I have now proposed three times when 
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we two can meet at our Father's throne,—ten in the 
Morning, five in the afternoon, and at our hour for 
reading. I wish, my very dear J——, you would pro- 
pose another meeting to ask some other blessing ; it 
will be doubly sweet, the one fixed by you; but is it 
not lamentable that we are so little sensible of the real 
value of the privilege we have, in thus being able to 
tmake all our requests known unto God? There must 
be mach unbelief mixed with all we do, for, if we really 
believed that we should have all our petitions answered, 
should we not be more deeply grateful for our precious 
Lelecabey more frequently and more earnestly plead 

$ .. . My wish is to got to the end 
eet ermal Ido long to be done with sin, and to 
see the sweet fice of Him who died for me, and for you, 
and for many others. Will not that be a glorious day 
when wo shall meet at the right hand of God, ‘ and 
hear the Lamb pronounes our names, with blessings on 
our heads’? I had much sweetness this morning in 
Pleading for us all. I begin with your circle, and when 
I speak of you, I feel, indeed, that I am epeaking to One 
who is the hearer and answerer of prayer, but I have no 
sweetness yet in praying for myself I hope you pray 
for me. 1am ashamed of the egotistical letter I have 
written, but shall send it nevertheless, because J don’t 
wish you to think batter of me than I deserve, for I 
know you will love me in spite of all Believe me, my 
very dear friend, yours in the love of Jesus. 


« P——, November 18, 1841. 
« My netovep J——,—Many thanks for your letier. 
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I was very happy to receive it. I hope in tims to grow 
Teen nelfish, and not to require of you to write s0 often. 
I am happier than when I last wrote to you. Thauk our 
Father for His lovingkindness to a worm of the dust, 
I have more comfort in prayer, particularly since I have 
‘begun our five o'clock meeting. It is curious that I 
should have fixed the hour you had hitherto devoted 
to prayer yourself, but is it not strange !—two days ago, 
when I had gove at five, I felt it so sweet, and all at 
once I thought, I am sure J——— is kneeling with me 
just now, and you really wore. But we need vot won- 
der ; is it not the ssme sweet Spirit that tells both our 
hearts to retire from the world and be a while with our 
Fothert..... I do begin to feel again as if He loved 
me, And the firet smile I got, after a0 long an interval 
of absence aud sorrow, was so sweet, it melted my bard 
heart, and strack me with such remorse at having 
doubted His love. It is sad, very sad to ain against 
Jove. I hope you will write soon to B—, for I don't 
think she is very happy, and I am eure I have a fellow- 
feeling for ber, but I am a very bed comforter, par- 
ticularly to her. I don't like to encourage her doubts, 
and yet I should like to give ber some comfort, so do 
you write to her, and tell her much of the love of 
Christ, and of the love of Christ to sinners, for I begin 
to think that we are often striving to get a title to His 
Jove, as if we were something besides sinners. Don't 
you think that we are often apt to forget that although 
‘we are children, we are still sinners? Oh! J—,I eso 
it is a harder thing than I had ever imagined to con- 
sent to be nothing and let Christ be everything... . . 
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I have been reading a short memoir of Mru Judson; 
how I envy her the feelings she had about the purity 
and the jastice of God! I too often think dad things of 
God ; I really believe I am too proud to submit to his 
sovereignty, in calling some and leaving others, I 
cannot get it to agree with our freedom of action, It 
in terrible, the horrid thought 1 have about His being 
oruel; T know all is rightly and most mercifully ordered, 
then is it not strange that I cannot submit to Him in 
all things, and feel that He ia right? Will you pray 
much for me, that I may be brought to Jove His holi- 
nem and His justioe—proy that 1 may really feel and. 
acknowledge that He would be just in oondemning met 
but isit not strange that I should love Him and yet not 
feel satisfied with all His character at the eame time f 
If you understand what F mean, ¥ wish you would ask 
Mr B——abonut it, and let me know what he says, for 
it distresses me very much, that I cannot think rightly of 
God.” 
«“ P__, November 27, 1841. 

4 ue eae eee » How! long for the conversion 
of my beloved ——! I think differently about her, 
fifty times a-day. Something at one time makes me 
tromble with eagerness of joy at the thought that our 
prayers are even now answered, and again my hopes 
are dashed to the ground ; I fear I am too impatient, 
but I do yearn for her to see. But I cannot allow my- 
self to believe that God will not answer our prayets, 
Ob! J—, do you pray for her believingly !—Oh that I 
could say we wore @ redeemed family !—Iet us pray for 
the outpouring of the Holy Spirit. Do you think it 
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4s & token for good that lately I have seemed to jee! 
what ebundant blessings we might get, if wo prayed 
constantly and earnestly for the Spirit? It seems aa if 
something reproached me for making so little use of 
our precious privilege of intercession, and telling me 
hat WT prayed tach, much, that the blesing would 
come sbundantly. Oh that I could! but my heart is 
ice, My precious friend, will you pray much for me, 
that I may be more earnest in seeking God, and in even 
wishing to seek him !—for I am shocked to find how little 
real desirs I have for what I pray for. Pray that I 
may have more desires after God and holiness, and 
more love to prayer and reading his own Word ; for it 
seems a8 if the world wore getting back my affections 
again. I thought my Saviour Jesus had all my heart, 
‘but, alas | piper gets Angst foo 
more wedded to earth than I had ever 
prebibyrpesriek pely np dei set 
not know myself. I wish I were with you, my dear 
I—, to talk of our Beloved, for, ob! I trust I oan sey 
Ho is my Beloved, though eo little, 80 very little loved 
‘by me ; but, praise be to his bleased name! I love Him 
cause He first loved me. Don’t you love that verse? 
in very precious to me, because it tella of His love, 
ch must kindle mine—oh that it would! But what 
Seas en See 1 realy Goeth maemo wih Sat 16 
cb 


2d December 1841. 
“+... Tam-very glad that your Communion sea- 
‘a was Bo precious to you. Oh that I had a heart to 
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praise Him for His kindness to you! But I cannot, I 
never knew such a vile heart as I have. You remem- 
ber I nsed to tell you of my intense horror of the place 
of misery ; but I think now that the si that is in it 
would be worse far than the torment of body ; but 
don’t think that I am growing better, and would not 
live where sin is ;—I don’t mean that: I mean that sin 
isso hateful as against God, that I could not bear to live 
where everything would be hateful to God ; for, dear 
J——, though I cannot do anything to please God, yet 
T do earnestly wish to be enabled to live to Him, and 
not to myself, To-day my heart was 0 grieved at 
sinning against my Father, that I did not know what 
to do for misery ; but, oh! I hope Iam forgiven. I 
wish I had even one little bit of love to Jesus; pray 
that I may. Oh the conflicts I have had with cold- 
news and deadness of soul!. .. 1 have just read 
your very weloome letter, I could not help orying for 
joy on getting it; and what made me weep still more 
in, that I cannot feel as I rejoice to see you feel about 
Jeaus. Ob that Iloved Him! But it is not so much my 
love to Him that I want to see and to feel ; it is His love 
to me that I want to believe, in such 9 way that would 
‘dll gin, and make me love Him m return, J~—,1 
‘will tell you the truth—I am not happy ; my heart is so 
very worldly, and I think lately we bave spoken 50 
amouch of our own feelings, that it has just deadened me. 
I want to know and to feel the fectings of Jesus to mo ; 
your letter hag, I trust, stirred me up to try to get a 
taste of His love... .. I see more and more how 
unworthy I am, but I want Jesus to love me. You do 
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‘not know the delight it gives me to think that Jesus 
Toves the vilest, beonuse then J oan put in my claim. 
Sanday is our Communion, and I want you to pray 
much for me, that I may go prepared. Ask two thinge— 
that I may go deeply, very deeply humbied for sin. my 
own individual wins, but that I may also go rejoicing in 
anonse of forgiveness, and that I may find Jesus at his 
own table, I should like if you would ask that I might 
go with a humble joy. Satan once suggested to me that 
I was too presumptuous; but ho bas no need now, 
‘Alas! I do not live near enough. I know you were 
happy. I am happy st present in your love~-ob that 
T were so in the love of Jesus |” 


7th December 1841. 
“. 4... What wonderful conversion I~ 
C——'s has been! She is so beautifully simple in alt 
her views and feelings How she makes me blush by 
her expressions of gratitude to God for having brought 
her to Himself, and the way she was brought, without 
any distressing fear or doubt—as she anid to me to-day, 
“I was brought in such perfect love!’ Oh! is it not 
sweet to think of her! I would give a great deal for her 
confiding simplicity ; but I am always in trouble about 
something or another. I am always asking, why is such 
a thing? but you know a little about my way, for we often 
conversed about things I did not understand, or rather 
should say, would not submit fo. Don’t you think it 
must be pride which prevents me having this childlike 
trust that all is right? Whatever it is, I wish it wore re- 
taoved, for it prevents my gratitude flowing out towards 
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God as it ought, I wish I could get over this spirit of 
inquiry about God's dealings with me.... Have 
you continued as happy in the love of Christ as you 
were when you wrote? Oh! that name, Jesus! the | 
chiefest among ten thousand! the altogether lovely! 
the Lamb of God! the Beloved ! the Plant of Renown | 
the meck and lowly Jesus! the Man of Sorrows! 
‘That last title eounds to me almost the sweetest just 
now! I have written some of his lovely names, to try 
if it would melt my hard heart, and make me feel as if 
he loved me, I should like to sit at his feet and listen 
to his gentle voice, a8 Mary did of old. 1 told you our 
Communion was Test Sabbath. Well, I felt so oold all 
the time during the prayers, that I prayed in en agony 
that Jesus would meet me at his table; and when I 4. 
went forward, I had a momentary feeling of joy, a sort 
of bounding of the heart, that made me feel, that if ¥ 
did not get quickly to the table, I should lose him ; and, 
after all, when there, I could only weep, I felt, well, 
Lam safe here, I am seoure ; not even Saten can pull 
me away from this place; still I could do nothing but « 
weep. I could not rejoice; but they were not bitter 
tears, I think ; but the sweatest feeling T had waa see- 
ing I—— C—— beside me. I longed to say to her, 
* Here we are together at the feast of Jesuz’ M——, 
J, and R——~ bad gone to the first table, and, not 
imowing if those around me were sisters, it was very 
sweet to have one whom I knew was a sister in Jesus 
Christ, ... R—— and I had a long talk with 
dear —— on Sabbath night. I had reed aloud a very 
striking sermon on the necessity of being born again, 
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wd I think she must have been struck with it, for eho 
pegan to speak to us, when all the others had retired, 
[ think the Spirit is striving with her ; but then Satan 
wea to take away the good seed. God, however, 15 
itronger than Saton, and must conquer in the end. 
We gave her text after text to provo that we must be 
vorn again, aud you know nothing can resist the sword 
of the Spirit... . But now have we nothing to 
wsy of our Beloved? What a long letter I have written, 
ind the name of Jesus scarcely in it! How cold is my 
weart in talking of Him, the mention of whoss namo 
aught to make it burn within me!” 


« P—, December 16, 1841. 

“©... T wonder why Jesus loves me; it must bo 
because He is love. I would give the wholo world to 
We able to love Him. I have been thinking a groat 
deal about that sentence in your letter, where you say, 
‘If His names are #0 sweet, what must Himself be?’ 
—what indeedt I often long to dic, to go and seo 
Him, and then to be like Him. Yes; it is the absence 
of all sin that makes Him so very lovely; He is, oh, 
yes! He is the chiefest among ten thonsand—the alto- 
gether lovely. Then why don't I love Him, and shew 
my love by my works? It must be because I am 60 
full of sin I join in your dsire to be holy—I don't 
like being so very sinful. Do you really think that I 
shall get to heaven at last? Oh! I tremble to think I 
perhaps may be lost. Iwish I weresure. Do you know, 
sometimes, that it seems a more dreadful idea to miss 


seeing Jesus than even to be in hell? but I must be in 
z 
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Christ—I must just keep continuslly coming to Him 
and trusting in Him. ‘ Though He slay me, yet will 
I trust in Him.’ Blemed Jesus! He loves you: is it 
wrong to love Him for that? ... I am invited to 
spend a week or two with ——. I am not very sure 
about going, for I dread getting ashamed of reading 
and praying so much, and you know how clever —— 
and —— are, and how weak and ignorant Jam. Do 
you think it would be putting myself in the way of 
temptation # But then I do not goin my own strength: 
in the Lord I have strength, and I think that I should 
have more strength given me on purposs, and God 
would put words into my month. I must say I wish 
to go, for I think God might bless my visit to ——-, 
and, dearest, you must pray much that it may be so, 
and that I might glorify Jesus by winning souls to him 
in that house... . The night before last was the 
‘first time I could join you in prayer at five since my 
illness, and I felt it very sweet to commit all dear to 
‘us, to Jesus,.... Let ns plead more and more! I have 
8 growing conviction that my visit to R-—~ may be 
bleat to those at home, because I could write, and then 
you and I could pray for e blessing on my letters; and 
1 think my own impression of eternal things would be 
deepened, and therefore I could write and pray more 
foclingly. Oh that Jesus would answer my prayers 
for them all! Amen.” 


© P——, December 18, 1841, 
“ My paar Mas H.,—Thank you very much for your 
Inst kind letter. How differently I feel now, com- 
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yared to what I did when I last wrote you! Every- 
hing then appeared so sunny: now I am very seldom 
wppy. I remember in one of your letters you sid 
bat it was 8 very painfal process the getting clearer 
riews of Christ. I suppose I am going through that 
wrooesa, for I do not find everything so sweet aa I did 
it first, One thing greatly vexea and grievos me, and 
hat ia, that I thought I had given my whole heart to 
Jhrist, but I find that I have not, fur if Christ reigned 
n my heart, how would anything have power to vor 
ne? If I had Christ, should you not think that I would 
tot care 20 much to see that people don't care for me; 
, atill lees, that I should ever give one sigh of regret 
9 the world? 1 sometimes think that Satan is paint- 
ng the pleasurea of the world in flattering cvlours to 
be just now; but he does not succced so well with me 
n that, as when he whispers that those whom I love 
lon’t love me so much now, and that I am vexing thoeo 
or whom I would suffer anything if I could only get 
hem to turn to Christ. Ob! these things make me fear 
‘have not come to Jesus yet, for would not a sight of 
Tim make up for allt. . . I am afraid, dear friend, 
‘ou will think this a very egotistical letter, but I oer- 
ainly am very selfish—I see that more and more; I 
ronder any one ever thinks of loving me. I don't 
vonder there are many that I love, for they all deserve 
© be loved, but I have no loveable qualities; and 
here is another thing, I fear, will make you not care 
or my poor epistle—there is nothing about Jesus in it. 
Yh to think of writing all about myself when Jesus 
aight be my theme!” 
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=) December 27, 1841. 

*..... I wish I could love Jesus! This momn- 
ing I asked him to take my heart, and reign there 
alone: and J think he heard me, for I felt a little, a very 
little, as if he were near me. I am always afraid of 
earthly rivals taking tho place of Christ in my heart. 
I think I shall have many a painful straggle before 
Jesus reigns alone. But then I may love people m 
Christ, may 1 not?” 

« E—, December 30, 1841. 

“ -»+ Here I am still at 
——"a, Ihave such a bad cold and congh, that I can- 
not go to P——. to-day as I had intended, for this is 
the day wo were to have set apart for prayer, but I 
hope I shall join you in spirit, though I cannot get 
away as much ag I would like. Dear —— and I had 
a short chat Iast night. ——- had gone out, and —+ 
herself said she wanted to speak seriously « little, I 
assented with joy, and she began by saying that I was 
going too far, and that these things should be kept 
sacred in our own breast; in short, she said just what 
I should have said myself a very short time ago. Ab, 
how humble I ought to be when I think who has mada 
mo to differ, and how graful! I was thinking, this 
morning, before I rose, what a different life we should 
lead if we had continually in our thoughts the won- 
derful, the glorious prospects we look forward to. Oh! 
if we would ever realise the hope set before us, of spend- 
ing an eternity of happiness and glory, an eternity with 
Jesus, how we should patiently bear, nay, rejoice, in all 
the petty cares and dissppointments we meet with in 
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this wilderness, this bleak waste! Yes, it is bleak and 
cold when Jesus is unseen! But though unseen, he is 
not always wnfelt. Sometimes, when I cannot get to 
pray to him, or to read his Book, I think about him, 
‘and that, some day, J shall at last see him face to face, 
and then my heart bounds and dances with sweet 
delight, and I foel ea if nothing were too hard to bear 
for bis suke; and then, oh! don't you long to bring 
everybody to him! Oh! how sorry I am for those who 
do not know Christ! I want you to pray much for 
~—. Ido not know why, but I feclso much more 
earnest in pleading for her than almost any one, T 
have such a longing for Ler to be brought. Would it 
not be very delightful, after all her trials, to see hor 
rejoicing at the foet of Jesus, a humble, Aappy follower 
of the meck and lowly Josus? Her very trials give me 
a ground of hope, for I think they are just so many 
knocks at the door of her heart, as if Jesus wore doter- 
mined to be admitted. ....... T can syropathise 
with dear E—— about the angels, but I wish 1 could 
feel more with you about ain; for I don't hate sin 
enough! Does it not shew how devoid I am of 
ell holiness, when I con bear about, without much 
groaning, such a body of sin? Oh! how Jesus 
must have loathed it!—how his pure, epotless nature 
must have shrunk from such pollution! And yet did 
he not bear our sins? J——, 1 wish I could live to His 
glory. I wish I could go about, as He did, doing 
good, and spend my lif in winuing souls to him. I 
do hate myself when I think that I never do any- 
thing for Christ, I might blush when I think of 
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you going about speaking words for Christ, shewing 
sinners a complete Saviour ; and I, what do I do fur 
him! I wish you would tell me what todo, Here is 
a new year beginning. I should like to spend it all 
for Christ. 1 sometimes think I would rather wait 
little longer on earth if I might be made the 
means of winning souls to Him, than even to die now 
and go to Himself Lately I have been so eure 
of God’s love, I cannot think of him but as “love,” 
and it is not eo much Jesus as God the Father! It ia 
80 sweet to say, my Father! It is curious, the differ- 
ent things which come into my mind. You know that 
it is Jesus who gives confidence to the sinner in ap- 
proaching God. Well, I had some time ago euch de- 
lightful convictions of the love of God Himself. I was 
80 persuaded that his name was love, that I thought it 
was dishonouring to him to plead so earnestly for any- 
thing, because that soemed as if he were uriwilling to 
Give it ; and I Anew that he was so very willing. I could 
not reconcile this; but then I thought—well, it is because 
He is willing that I do plead so earnestly with him. 
Sometimes I think I am ungrateful to Jesus in praying 
more to my Father than to him, and itis curious, though 
I pray most to God, it is always Jesus I think of, and 
long to be with in Heaven. But I must stop now and 
finish this to-morrow, for I want you to get it on New 
Year's Day. 

“ Friday afternoon, P——. My own beloved friend, 
Ihave just come to P—, where I found your letter. 
T have etill such a bed cold, that even if there is church 
this evening I cannot go, but I shall try and get away 
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at haif-past six to plead with you all at our Father's 
throne. The eubject is a very swect one. How glad 
I am at what you say about rejoicing in Christ alone! 
T have done that much Iately, and when I cannot see 
my orn interest in him, I think, well, I must surely 
have come to him, else I don't think I could rejoice in 
him, Am I right in thinking that? 

“ Oh that I had a heart to thank him! but, J—, 
I have a wicked thought sometimes about God. T 
don’t feel satisfied with him, till be eaves al! J love, an 
well as myself. Will you pray that this rebellious and 
wicked thought may be forgivent I am sometimes 
ashamed of myself before Uod, but, oh ! T have no bens 
of the guilt of sin... . . . Thank you, dearest, for the 
chapters about the eympathy of Jesus. I shall read them 
often. I trust we shall all soon rejoice together—uil 
of us; and lot this be our prayer, that we may all bo 
brought, ere another year be done. May Jesus bless 
Fou, and shew you his love. May he speak to your 
heart. Remember my beloved parents at five o'clock. 
Yours, affectionately.” 


These are specimens of her spiritual growth. How 
ropid it had been! How wondrously she bad sprung 
up in stature, during these few montha! How few 
mong us have made tha same amount of progress in 
the course of years! We seem to dream; she was 
awake. We loiter ; she hasted onwards, with Jesus at 
her side, and the eternal glory in her eye, 


CHAPTER VI. 


Progress in 1942-43, 


Txovax all the true features of the new man came out 
at once, under the Spirit's hand, yet their development 
into prominence, and order, and expressivenoss, was & 
thing of more gradual growth. 

It is true that, in receiving the Lord Jesus as “our 
life," we pass at once “from death to life.” We were 
crucified with him ; we died with him ; we were buried 
with him ; we rose again with him ; we went up with 
him, and are seated with him in heavenly places. It is 
not merely that we ought to die to sin, and live unto 
righteousness ; but we Aave died to sin, and have been 
made “alive unto God” (Rom. vi. 2-11); old things have 
‘passed away, all things aro become new (2 Cor. v. 17). 
Such is the new legal standing into which we are brought. 
In believing on Him who died and rose again, we be- 
come eo identified with him in his dying and risiug, that, 
in God's sight, and in the eye of law, we are counted 
and treated as baving actually ourselves died and risen. 

‘Thus far our condition is not a gradual one; our 
standing in the aight of God is, from the moment we 
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believed, complete, as to acceptance, for our identifica- 
tion with the Accepted Que is complete. 

But progress in repentance, progresa in holiness, 
progress in likeness to the Lord, is not a thing to be 
overlooked or awallowed up in the privilege of acoept- 
ance. Some, indeed, have so magnified a saint's stand- 
ing and relationship to God, as to slight the importance 
of the inward work upon bis soul. They have spoken 
of forgiveness, till they have actually trifled with sin. 
In their prayers they so givo thanks for accoptance, as 
to make others suspect that they have ceased to feel 
themselves sinners, or that they think it unnecessary 
to confess sin before God. 

Very different were the feclings of hor whose life wo 
ave recording, Progress—yprogress—rrogness—this 
was her watchword. Forgetting the things behind, 
she reached forward to those before, Pervaded with a 
wense of the forgiving love of God, she hemoaned, night 
and day, the body of doath which she carried about 
with her. An ever-doepening consciousness of sin was 
one of her characteristics. 

But it is not for the purpose of marking one feature 
in her character that we have drawn together tho fol- 
lowing lotters, written in 1812-43, Our object is to show 
her progress in the various points in which we are to 
seek conformity to the image of the Perfect One. In 
aiming at this progress, she felt the necessity of being 
rooted and grounded in love. Thus she writes in 
August 1842 — 

“with you could write us a letter once s month, 
telling us of the love of Jesus It in strange how diffi- 
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cult we find it to believe that love. I wish I 
could do as Jesus bids us, ‘continus ye in my love ;” 
but when I see myself so very full of sin, it seems 
impossible that God could love me ; and hard thoughts 
of God come in to my mind at times, in spite of 
myself, I had been very unhappy before your letter 
came, struggling against sin, and unbelief, and cold- 
ness, and distance from God. But your letter has done 
me good, for I have been so full of joy, and have had 
a very sweet feeling of nearnesa to God lately, I liked 
much what you mid about the gentleness and forgiv- 
ing love of Jesus, and going to him in our coldest 
hours. What I want is to realise God’s presence at 
all times, to live as seeing Him who is invisible, Ob! 
I wish you were here, that you might speak to me of 
Jesus. ... I hope you will come soon. We have 
no one to speak to us a8 you do. How much we owe 
to you! You were the first who epoke to us of Jesus, 
the first who cared for our souls, How well I remem- 
ber the first time you spoke to me! It was at the 
class, You said, Haye you found peacot—are you 
happy? I said ‘no,’ then ; but, oh! I can aay ‘yes, 
now. I have @ happiness which the world can neither, 
give nor take away, Jt is atrange what a difference I 
find in all my feelings ;—one short year ago, all my hap- 
pimess was confined to this world ; now, this world isa 
wilderness, a place of sorrow and in, hateful sin; and 
my happiness is all sbove, for Jesus is there, But I 
wish I loved him more, and lived more to his glory, 
and I wish I knew more of him I seem to know 
Jess than I did at first.” 
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In January of this year she thus expremses herself :— 
“ T much wish that I were bumble. 1 sometimes think 
it ought to make me humble to see how much pride I 
have, and then to reflect who is the creature that dares 
to way, Zam proud,—I a poor, wretched, very sinful 
oreature, J proud, and Jesus meek and lowly! T 
wish I could hate myself! .... I really think 
Clove him most when he is afflicting me. 1 sometimes 
save felt as if he were beating me, and that I was 
astonished that God should do it ; then restive, and in- 
slined to rebel ; then got more and more resigned and 
sbdued, till at last I felt convinced that it waa the 
aand of love, and then 1 could rejoice. . .. . I think 
bat Christ has been teaching me that I am all self! 
Uhave felt three sins to bo vary grievous lately, and 
these are, pride, selfishness, and unbeliof You will 
sy, ‘only three!’ I know I have many more, bat 
shese I have seen most lately. I have been so convinced 
of unbelief, that I got quite frightened, and began to 
think I had no faith at all Oh! bow I havo been 
wasting to my own strength! I tremble to think of it. 
No wonder that I have been burdened, when I have not 
deen casting myself on Jeeus, getting my strength from 
aim. But he has promised io give me all things, if I 
isk in his name, and I know that he will increase 
my faith. Ob! I cling to that with such joy! But there 
in one thing that I must ask you sbout, for I don't 
anderstand it ; it ia, that though at first I felt great 
distress at the conviction of my terrible unbelief, yet, 
after a while, I felt quite glad that I had seen it, It 
must be because I can now pray so earnestly, for more 
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faith, whereas, when J thought I had it, I felt no such 
need. All my prayer now is for faith ; and I foal so 
very happy to think my prayer will be heard. I havo 
touch to say to you. Tell me when you are tired of 
complaints, and then I won't write any more. I always 
remember you and your people, and dear Kelso.” 

‘Without farther introduction or comment, we now 
give extracts from the letters of thes two years ; they 
will be the best indications of progress. One or two are 
from Kelso, where she came on a second visit in the 
spring of 1842, 

“ Keleo, March, 2, 1842.—My own dear R——,, here I 
am once again in this sweet town. Oh that you wero 
with me! My happiness is imperfect when I remember 
that you are not hereto share it with me; yet our 
happiness will always be imperfect here below ; when in 
the bright realms above, it will be perfect. To think 
that you and I shall stand together and see Jesus faca to 
face! Only think of seeing Him, the Beloved One! 
‘Does it not seem too glorious to be true? and yet it is 
true, The more glorious it is, it is the more like 
God." 

© Kelso, March 10, 1842,—My own R-——,, how glad 
T was to learn that you are happier! Jesus longs to 
make you happy. J think that you are likely to be 
vauch happier in your soul than I, because when we are 
surrounded by ontward trinls Jesus is far eweeter,” 

“ March 11, 1842.— ... Last night Mr B. was 
speaking of the storms of this life, making us rejoice 
the more in the seourity of our Ark. How I wished for 
you! Let us praise Him, my beloved, that you and I 
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are safe in this ark. How often I have rejoiced on 
your account, more even than on my own, I think! 
T am so happy to know that Jesus loves you, that 
He bas washed you in His own blood, covered you 
with His own perfoot righteousness, that Ho is sancti- 
fying you by His Spirit—the Spirit that dwells in 
Himself—and that He will at Inst receive you to 
Himself, to dwell for ever with Him in His Father's 
house. If we oftener realisod our glorious inherit- 
ance, how easily would all our light afflictions here be 
borne, nay, rejoiced in !—for ‘ we know, that if we muffer 
with him, wo ball aleo reign with him.’ Do not let 
‘us wound our beloved Saviour by doubting his love. 
About Mr Hay, J—— mys you should not meet him 
sinoe ——— is so much against it. Tam grieved about 
this, yet I think too it is a proof of the love of Jesus ; 
for He seems, in thus removing every earthly prop, to 
wish to have you all to Himself, that you may find 
your all in Him. Still, my earthly heart is grioved 
that you should lose such a dear Christian guide, but I 
hope it may be only for a little time, Let us pray that, 
if it be for the glory of God, you may begermitted to 
meet him again. J-— bids me ask if you are like 
the man in the parable who sold all and bought the 
pearl of great price. I am most grieved that you are 
not to write to Mrs——-again. What can be the reason 
for wishing you not to write to such a Christian? Sha 
will bevery sorry about it. Does it not really seem as 
if God were taking away everything from us to give 
us Himself alone? And is not He enough 3” 

“ Saturday. .... . Prey much for me, dearest, that 
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all my motives, in whatever I do, may be pure and holy. 
I have been praying, ever since I came here, that God 
would make me an instrument in his bands for pro- 
moting his glory whilst I am hore, that I may be made 
useful, by his blessing, in bringing souls to Christ, that 
the worthless life which he has redeemed, may be spent 
in his service. Oh! join with me in this prayer |” 


« April 1, 1842. 

“My pantine R-——,—I received your note this 
Morning, and am grieved to hear that dear ——- is 
vexed about our letters ; yet, after all, it may perhaps 
do good instead of harm, for she will see how anxious I 
am about their souls, and she cannot be angry at that. 
T asked our reconciled Father this morning, that it may 
work for good, that He would bless it to the souls of 
our beloved ones, and I feel perevaded He will hear my 
prayer. ‘ This is the confidence we have in him, if we 
know that he heareth us, we know that we have tho 
petitions we desired of Him.’ Let us copy the faith of 
Abraham, and, though our way seem dark, let us still 
trust in themated word of a faithful God. Our loving 
Father may not seem to be answering our prayers, but 
they are all treasured up. Let us leave our prayers at 
his feet, and wait till he answer them, and, oh! I know 
that in his good time he willanswer us. Let us, thare- 
fore, plead with him, my own beloved, that all our 
troubles may work together for our good and the glory 
of hia own great name, knowing that our present light 
affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us & 
far more exceeding and efernal weight of glory. Let 
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‘us trust in the word of Him who cannot lie; and do not 
my you are not Hia .... . Abraham went ont, ‘not 
“knowing whither he went ;’ let usdo the same. We 
have left the world and its vanities ; we eeck a Detter 
country, tbat is, an heavenly ; but we, like Abraham, 
must trast in God, thongh our way be eo full of troubles, 
eo dark that we do not know where we are going. 
"That we do not see the way, makes no difference in 
God's faithfol promise, ‘they shall never perish.’ God 
knows the way, and He has promised to load us and 
guide us continually. The woy was all dark to Abra- 
bam, but he went on as patiently as if it had been all 
light, trusting simply on the pledged word of Him who 
is the God of trath. 

« J—— nends this meamge to you ; ‘ Rest your whole 
oul on the arm of the Beloved, and you can never be 
lost. You have the promise of Him who cannot lie. 
Lay your head on the bosom of Jesus when it is aching 
with the sorrows and reproaches of this valley of Baoa. 
It is & peaceful bosom, and will impart to you its own 
peace.” 





“ P—, April 20, 1842. 

“ My auoven J——,—I arrived here quite safely last 
night, I got very sick and faint after we had gone « 
fow miles, but it went off again, and I was quite well all 
the rest of the way. God was careful of his child, though 
80 undeserving of any of his love. Ob! what a God wo 
bave! I wish T could dive deeper into the ocean of his 
Jove. Oh! praise the Lord with me, my beloved | let us 
exalt his name together | I feel ina strange way to-day. 
feel as if God were so near, and yet I cannot come to 
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Him. Toannot lay hold on Him, What a %r snd holy. 
must be to live very near to God, if ong here, that God 
tmunion with Him, one felt feeli $, pig » 11008 pro- 
sence, is so foll of the joy that . ible and fall 
of glory | I wish I lived nearer Him ; but I am a0 cold, 
and so unbelieving, that if I don’t get the answer to my 
prayer soon, I have not faith to plead and plead again till 
I prevail. It is now nearly four o'clock, and dear A—~— 
‘will be setting off to the oleaa, Tell her I shall remem- 
ber her, and that 1 hope she will think of me when she 
is walking up to it solitary. I had an aching heart 
yesterday when I looked at you for the last time—oh 
how desolate I felt! Bnt, J-—, we shall never take 
@ last look when we get to our eternal home. We shall 
meet in heaven, my beloved, and Jesus will be with us, 
and will wipe away all tears from our eyes. We shall 
then be both perfectly Aoly, we shall love each other 
with a holy love, © to be holy, to be emptied of 
eelf, hateful self | 

“ Dearest R-—— was at the ooach waiting for me ; it 
was very sweet to moet her again ; she, too, is pre- 
cious in the sight of Jesus, for she is washed in his 
blood... 2.66. 

© It makes me sick to speak of my vile self—let us 
rather speak of Jesus, of our Beloved ; yet what can I 
gay? I have no words, glowing, burning enough, in 
which to speak to you of Him who is fairer than the 
eons of men. Oh for a beam from the Sun of Right- 
eousness to enlighten and warm into life my dark, cold 
soul! Do you remember the two chapters we read 
together on Monday? I think He was with us that 
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‘ws trate not forget next Monday at half-past two. 
tay you are noi*ed together sguin. Let us ask Jemun 
tw Nowe Sither he 24 the loving Spirit to take of 
the things ot ,,jq and shew them to our souls 
I abell remember you and your scholara to-night at 
five. 

“R, was telling me this morning about her district, 
I wish I were better, that I might go about with her, 
sad try to do some good in this place; but I am in 
God’s hands; He will make me well in His own time, 
Pray for me, that sickness may make me cling closer 
to Jesus, © that I felt His absence more, and that my 
heart were as sorrowful on account of sin as it ia 
because I cannot see you! Tell me when you write if 
you are rejoicing. I think you were when I left you. 
You seemed to feel Jesus near. Tell me if He alill 
gladdens your heart with His presence.” 


“27th—Ask God to forgive my sinful fears, and to 
givé me more submission to His will. I am grieved 
and ashamed when I think how unwilling I am to 
suffer illness when it is He who sends it; and how 
little He sends! How gently He deals with me, un- 
grateful worm that Iam! I am still in a weak state ; 
but I think J shall get strength soon, Did you meet 
me at half-past twot I was at —~'s that day, and 
was afraid I should not be able to meet you ; but I did, 
for it was curious that he and M—— went out to walk 
at the very hour, and left me alone! I read our two 
chapters, and passed a very sweet half-hour. 

r 
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“We had not time in Kelso to fix what we are to 
read together every Monday ; I think, if you like, it 
would be nice to read Acts together, for I have not 
read it much, and I remember you saying there was a 
great deal of the gospel in it. Tell me if yon would 
like it, or else fix any other part of our precious volume 
you like better, and let us read @ chapter next Monday, 
at the same hour, and we can speak about it in our 
Tettera. I think we should have a short prayer before 
we begin to read, and ask that Jesus may be with us 
both. I wish, my beloved, you would sak for me a 
prayerful spirit, for I feel as if my heart could not 
proy—as if my prayera were shut out. I wonder when 
I shall get out of this dark, troubled state! Dear 
‘R. and I had a meeting on Sabbath. We remembered 
the school, and particularly you and your girls. Often 
the only happy time I have at prayer is, when praying 
for Kelso, and in asking Jesus to blesx my beloved 
friend. BR. and I were at Aer district on Saturday, 
and we spoke to all the people; but, oh! they seem 
very indifferent! One woman is just like your Grizsy, 
she assents to all you say, but it has not reached the 
heart yet, I fear.” 

« April 30.—R. has just come in from visiting her 
families; I—— C—— was with her. She told ws 
all about her father, whom she seems to think much 
changed. He told her that his illness had been blest 
to him ; is not that delightful? She reads a great 
deal to him, and he seems to like it very much, We 
must remember him in our prayers. Does it not 
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geem strange that, when al! my prayers of late have 
been that I might be enabled to be of use, God has 
laid me entirely aside, 90 that I can do nothing to 
promote His glory? Will you pray for me that He 
‘would sanctify all my troubles to me$ I havo a great 
deal to nay to you, and a great longing to talk to you 
about Jesus, that name that sounds so sweet in a be- 
liever's ear ; but I have already written too much, for 
}rfeel my back painful” 


May 9th, 

“I remembered you yesterday, dearest, at your 
Communion, a8 you told me, and I hope my prayers 
were <aswered, and that you were happy, leaning ou 
the b.Jom of your Beloved. It is a wonderful resting- 
place for & sinner, tho bosom of the holy Josus. Did 
you say, ‘My Lord and my God’? My own beloved 
Lord !—oh ! if seeing Him through 2 glass darkly is s0 
infinitely blessed, so sweet, so very, very sweet, how 
aball we feel when we see Him face to face! The man 
Christ Jesus, the Man of Sorrows! © that I could 
love Him even a little !—but I would not be satisfied 
even with that ; I want to love Him such, to love Him 
as He ought to be loved ; that we shall not be able to 
do till we are like Him, when we see Him as Ho is. How 
we should long to bring others to this precious Suviour ! 
I wish I could pray more earnestly and more bo- 
Kievingly for others; but I have a cold, hard hoart. 
Jom sometimes tempted to doubt if even Christ can 
melt it. Pray for me, that I may have more love for 
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the souls of others, and that I may oontinue to plead 
and pray for them, though I seem to get no answer to 
my petitions, I seldom feel as if there were any reality 
in spiritual things, unless I am alone in prayer to God. 
I feel exactly the opposite of what I did in Kelso; 
there I felt more in the Spirit in church, or with others, 
than when alone; whilst here, I come home hungering 
and thirsting for heavenly food, and never get better 
till I am alone with my long-suffering God. I am sure 
He is wonderfully forbearing with me! How I resist 
and grieve His Holy Spirit, and return all His love with 
ingratitude and sin!” 


« P—, May 23, 1842, 

“I have just been meeting you at the throne of 
grace, where I had much delight in pleading for great 
Dlessings for you and all in my native town. It is very 
sweet to pray for Kelso, to ask God to bring souls 
there to Himeclf, and to bless His own sheep, Tell 
dear Mrs H——, with my warm love, that I never for- 
get her, J wish E could meet with you et her house 
to-morrow, 

“T have had another attack of illness since I wrote 
to you. I am now, however, quite well, which I am 
almost sorry for—I was so very happy during my ill- 
ness, Pray that I may come out of the furnace pari- 
fied seven times. I am in great fear that my frequent 
illnewes are not sanctified to me. 

“T have been very happy lately by sesing the free- 
ness, the fulness of Christ to every one. I put in my 
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claim as « guilty sinner, and I now He will not cast 
me out, How sweet He is! He is altogether lovely; 
and He is mine! Wonderful! Well may I say, Why me, 
Lord? why met But we are always reminded that 
this ia but the wilderness after all: there ia no perfect 
lim here.” * 


« Edinburgh, Bay 27, 1842. 

“T have so many things to speak to you about, 
that I hardly know where to begin; indeed I don't 
think I should write at all to-night ; for I am s0 oold 
and lifeless, that I am afraid I shall infect you. When 
J found that I could not get to town to meet them 
all, I went and asked Jesus to be with them, and I 
think I never had so much sweetness in pleading for 
His presence before, I felt so sure that He was listen- 
ing to me, and that He would answer my prayer; 
and I think He did, for I think R got a blessing. 
How completely I enter into your feelings, in long- 
ing to have more substantial, more tangible views of 
Christ! I feel aw if I bad just a little bit of Hen, and 
that httle makes me long to know more of Him; to 
see more of His glory, His sinless beauty. Our holy 
Jesus! our lovely, lovely Saviour, why ia my heart so 
narrow, 80 cold, that I can see or feel nothing of His 
precionsmess! I remembered your petition, my be- 
loved, and shall contmue to plead it for you; but 
1 often feel, in praying for you, that my views of 
"heavenly things are 20 low and earthly, that I do 
not know what to ask for you, so that I tell Jems 
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that, and ask Him to give you all the blessings that 
are treasured up in Him, to fill you with His own 
falness. 

“ Do you expect to go soon to London? I widh we 
might travel through the wilderness together, leaning 
on our Beloved, and ever speaking of Hith. Oh! how 
“much I cling to my own will yet, even when I know 
that His will is that alone which can make me happy ! 
He sees what is best for me, and how, and in what 
situation, I can best promote His glory; and should 
not thet be enough forme? I want now to speak to 
you about that part of your dear letter where you my 
you are afraid lest you should hinder the blessing to 
any of your pupil by pride or negligence, Now, my 
beloved J—, if you feel afraid, how much more reason 
have I to tremble! My unfaithfulness is fearful ; bat, 
IJ——, do you really think that will hinder God bless- 
ing any soul? Is there the least chance that I may 
come between any loved soul and salvation? Tell me 
about this in your next letter, for it has made me very 
unhappy.” 


“ Kdinburgh, June 4, 1842, 

“I am confined to the house to-day with » cold, 
and I want to have a talk with my sister about Jesus, 
our beloved Lord. © that I could speak of Him! I 
have been a great backslider of late, I think; I have 
. Bot lived near God or to His glory ; the world seems 
ereeping into my heart again. Is it not sad to think 
that any idol chould fill a heart thst bas known Jesus, 
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that has tasted that the Lord is gracious! 1 wish 
that, in every letter, you would tell me if you are 
happy in the love of Him who is altogether lovely, or 
if you are like Mary, who wept because they had taken 
away her Lord, and she knew not where they had laid 
Him. 

“ This morning, at ten, I had o strangely mixed time. 
At firet I could do nothing but grope in the dark ; 
my heart was ead and heavy, for God hid his face ; 
but in one moment the veil seemed to be taken away, 
and my God amiled upon me, and I could feel that 
he was uear. Ob, the bliss of that moment! I felt 
such dolight in asking Him to look on me in Jesus, not 
to look at me at all, except in his beloved Son ; for 
then, and only then, he can say, ‘ Thou art all fuir, my 
love, there is no spot in thee.’ It is blessed, when 
you feel very vile, to hide in Jesus, and though still as 
vile a8 ever in yourself, to say, ‘Abba, Father 1!’ Don't 
you often feel disposed, when you have got hold of Jems 
again, to say with the Bride in the Song, ‘1 hold thee, 
and will not let thee go’? In reading our chapter, the 
only part I could dwell on at the time was, ‘ this mame 
Jesus.’ It seemed so sweet to think that it is the same 
Jesus who was so lovely, 80 loving, so gentle, so full of 
sympathy on earth, who is now in heaven, ‘the Friend 
of siuners, pleading for them at God's right hand; 
that it is the same sweet voice that on earth said to‘ 
the troubled sea, ‘ Peace, be still,” that now in heaven 
says, ‘Come unto me, and J will give you rest.’ 

© Ifyou like, you msy fix ancther day besides Mondsy, 
and we can read two chapters a week ; the oftener wo 
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raeet the better. I wish I.were always ‘in the Spirit.” 
Dear R. is to write you very soon, She is not strong 
‘st preeent ; but I hope summer will revive her. I 
wish she had more joy in believing. She never gets 
quite rid of her doubte, which is strange, for I should 
have thought she would be #0 confiding. I had a long 
walk with Mr Hay on Monday.* It ia refreshing to 
nest @ Christian like him. We were at tea at Miss 
R— ; I like her exceedingly ; but how can one help 
iking one who is washed in the blood of the Lamb, 
wnd sanctified by the loving Spirit? It is now nearly 


* The Rev. Jamea B. Hay, afterwards minister of the Freo Church st 
orth Berwick, is the person here alluded to. He was horn at Zeleo, 


clock on a Sabbath moming, he would continue in prayer for hin class 
br ours together. ‘Tha interest which he took in the weltare of each 
was unweerled, He met with them, he visited then, be preyed with 
shem, he wrote to them, he kept his eye and heart upon them tn after 
Peart. Stirred up by the example of his friend Mr A. Murray (whoas 
Inbours the Lord has so owned in the South Sea Islands), he resctved to 
iedicate himsdlf to the missionsry cause, and left Kelso to carry on his 
studion, He did so, and while studying in Edinburgh, he manifested the 
wume farvour of apicit and the same seal for God as in his earlier yours, 
le wae afterwards led to change his mind as to the missionary feld, and. 
in the your 1644 was nottled at North Berwick. Hila health soon broke 
down, and within a year after hia settlement be died, resting oa his long- 
coows, well-loved Lord. In the month of September 1642, he was 
sma viatt to Dundes, and thus writes to M— and her sister :—“ Having 
auch ti tell you of what the Lard haa done end isdoing in this town, Y eball 
acon pay yous visit, end joln with you in giving thanks tothe Lord, your 
‘Lordund my Lord, for his gracionadoings, ‘There are three weekly: 

hold within the walls of L— house (where he was staying), at which I 
‘have often to officiate; and never did I witnees such interesting soencs. 
‘The number on Bebbeth nights, within the last two mouths, has inorassed 
from sixty oF seventy to nesriy two bandred. Most of them are mill girls, 
and many of tham have truly become members of the family of God... . X 
‘hope you are both prospering in soul, and realising yourselves not n+ 
‘babltants of earth, but heirs of glory.” 
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five o'clock, so I must go and plead with you at our . 
Father's footstool Oh for a spirit of prayer! My 
precious friend, farewell for a little! May Jeaus be 
with you now and ever,—Your own “v—.” 


“4 P——, Wednesday, June 4, 1842. 

“ One would think we could never forget Jesus, yct 
how continually we do! At least I know Ido, I have 
been thinking a great deal lately of being able to 
realize his preaence at all times. I feel that I should bo 
such a different being if 1 were to remember that his 
holy eye is ever upon me, How it would banish 
worldly, vain thoughts! I don't know if you feet 
this, but I find it #0 much easier to recognise God’s 
presence in prayer, or in reading the Bible, than at 
other times throughout the day. I have been praying 
touch lately for this continual dwelling, as it were, in 
Jesus’ presence, and I went yon, my beloved, to ask 
this for me st our ten o'clock meeting... ... 

“T am expecting my dear R. every minute. I 
wish she would come, for it is very lonely for me to 
be without her. How I love her! More then evor, 
now that she is a follower of the Lamb, She and I 
have many a sweet talk together, and at such times we 
always long to be at home. When are we three to have 
a meeting again, I wonder? To-morrow is my birth- 
day, the first I have had since 1 knew the Lord, the 
meek and lowly Jesus, I should like it to be a day of 
much prayer and humiliation. Oh, to think that I 
have turned » deaf ear for so many years to the sweet 
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‘voine of my Saviour! Iam the very chief of simers 
T shall never cease wondering why vile I was choven, 
end others, O how much more worthy, left! You 
must remember me to-morrow, and pray that I may 
be gruly humbled.” 


-, June 15, 1843. 

“TY cannot tell you with what delight I received 
your dear letter this morning. The moment I had 
read it, 1 longed to go and answer it, to tell you all 
my heart; but I went first to plead for a blessing 
upon you, at the throne of grace. Do write again 
immediately, and tell me if you have again found 
joy and peace in believing. Iam sure you have, for 
Thad such delight in preying for every blessing upon | 
you this morning, that I know God heard me, andy 
will anewer my prayer. I wish I could teil you that 
T am atill in the happy frame I was in when I wrote 
to you last ; for I have had such @ week of distance 
from God! Is it not o comfort to think that God's 
Tove does not change as we do? He is the same. Ho 
Jooks on His sinful children in the faca of His be- 
loved Son, and wo are all fair in His eyes. Wonder- 
fal love God loves with an untiring love; but I 
wish that the contemplation of this love would melt 
my hard stone of a heart, and make me coase from 
wounding Him by sin. I have seen myself very vile 
this last week ; I have often groaned under the load of 
corruption in my truly desperately wicked heart. How 
this should make us prize Jesus, whose blood washes all 
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this vileain away! Would that we could always praise! 
Tam very glad that the texts I sent were blemed to you. 
O that Jesus would give me every word I ever write to 
you! asked Him this morning that He would teach 
me to write, and would bless His own words to you. 
“JI hope you mest me at five? It is a beloved 
hour, I wish I prized it more. t in curious that 
R—— and I should have felt #0 much the enme lately 
with regard te P—— and M——. We often think 
the Spirit is striving with ——. © that He would 
enable her to drive out His enemy snd her own—sin— 
‘and let Jesus into her heart! I often think of how 
much she would love Him. I think love would 
dwell much in her heart. She is so like a follower 
of the Lamb now; what would she be if she knew 
**egus, and loved Him from her heart? R, and I 
ead a chapter to her and aunt every night before 
going to bed ; and when aunt goes up-stairs, my dar- 
ing M—, with 2 kind of anxious, sweet look that 
he often has, says, ‘I think we had better rend a 
?salm now.’ How J love her when she says that! 
Don't you think it is good sign if she is huogering 
or the Word! She is very fond of the Psalms, she 
hinks them so earnest, I have more hope in plead- 
ng for ber than for ——~ at present, for she seems as 
C she had been in some degree awakened ; at least 
he seems to have a feeling, as if it were in spite of 
verself, that all is not right. Now, 1 don’t think my 
jarling —— feels that at all; but with God nothing 
+ impoaitie, and T am trying to hope against hope. 
Ne can but lay our prayers at the feet of Jesus, and 
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we know, that ‘ whatecever we ask in prayer, believing, 
we shall reccive.' I was struck with what you said 
about going to God downeast, expecting and feeling that 
you deserved his frown, and yet getting his emile: it is 
what I have often felt, and I think nothing ever 
humbles me ao much ; yet it is strange, that notwith- 
standing all the cause I have to be humble, I am still 
Proud! Iam sometimes ashamed to confess my pride 
to God, it is so hateful; but, my own J——, I must 
‘be thinking now of concluding, and yet I have 80 much 
to way to you. Whata letter to send! I wanted to 
make it all about Jesus ; but I can't speak of Him, 
I have lived far from Him Intely, yet not too far for 
His arm to bring me back, or for His voice to say, 
‘Return unto me, for I have redeemed thee,’ Don't 
you often wonder to think what the voice of Jesus 
must be! On earth they wondered at the gracious 
words that proceeded out of His mouth—what must it 
be in heaven! Fancy that voice saying to you (and 
how I rejaice to know that it will !), ‘Come unto me,’ 
I wish I could live more amid these unscen joys, that 
this earth might fade from my heart. Will you pray 
for me, dearest, that I may live nearer God than I 
have ever done t—for I feel the world creeping into my 
heart ; yet I trust Iam grateful for this, that I find 
ita pleasures very poor, after having tasted the joy that 
is unspeakable and full of glory.” 


* July 6, 1842. 
“T wonder if we are ever to meet again to have a 
talk about Him who loved us, and washed us from 


our sins in His own blood. © that I loved Bin 
more | or even @ little, for I sometimes fear I have 
no love to Him at all I have been longing to get 
@ beloved letter from you lately, to help and quicken 
my lifeless soul, for I think I have been declining 
in the life of God. I wish I could live always wear 
God, It has been my prayer fur a long time that 
I might continually feel that He was near to me, 
that I might live as seeiug ‘Him who is invisible’ 
At im strange the difficulty I fecl in doing this I 
sometimes think that I am an injuel half the day. If 
T really believed that a holy God was ever watching 
over me, what 9 different being I should bel 0 for 
tho perfect love which casteth out fear! I feel it dif- 
cult to belive that God can love mo, I am ao despe- 
rately wicked, 20 awfully unboly ; but then, tho thought 
of my Surety, the Lord my righleousness, makes mo 
Wjoice, though often with trembling ; for my faith is 
weak ; but He says, ‘to them that have no miyht, he 
increnscth strength.’ What might wo not get if onr 
faith was strong! I waa vory wretched the other 
Morning at prayer. 1 had gono with great reluctanea, 
for E felt eo utterly dead, that it seemed impossible 1 
could ever be quickened. Well, the thought came into 
my mind, that although I was so cold, yet it was not 
for my sake, but for the sake of Jesus, His beloved 
Son, that God heard me. But oh! J——, in place 
of that filling me with joy and confidence in plead- 
ing this oll-prevailing name, I falt actually unwilling 
to be indebted for all to Jesus! My heart is worse 
than I ever conceived it possible that any heart 
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could be! To think that after all the love of Jesus to 
guch a vile worm, I should rebel at being nothing that 
He wight be all! Pray for me, that my proud heart 
may be humbled. It were enough, one would think, 
to make me humble, to know that I am proud.” 

“S Thursday.—I bave very little, if any, life in me at 
present ; but Jesus is my life; yet though I know that 
He is 80, how little do I feel upon it! I find it is 60 
difficult to cling to Jesus, when I see myself so entirely 
empty ; but that is the very reason I should cling to 
him the closer. You say, ‘Is it not sweet to be no- 
thing, that he may be all in all?’ I trust I am begin- 
ning to feel more sweetness in that now. It is strange 
you should have mid that when I had just been 
writing to you how differently I had been feeling on 
that very subject; but I hope that I ewish to feel as 
you do, and that Jesus will enable me. He will bend 
and bring low my proud heart. When I think of 
Jesus, my own precious Saviour, I am willing, oh! more 
than willing,—I am rejoiced that He should be all, and I 
Jess than nothing. I cannot tell you the bitter feeling I 
have, when I think that even for one moment { should 
to dishonour Him, Tam grioved, my beloved, that you 
still complain of anguor and deadness. I cannot bear 
to think that you are ever anything but rejoicing; but, 
you say, it makes Jesus the more precious, and I 
think if you feel that, you will soon be happy. AU 
our happiness must come from Him. I am always hap- 
piost when I see and feel that He is lovely. I always 
remember you in my prayers, and seldom kneel at any 
time without mentioning your beloved name; but I 
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fear I often do it very coldly. I have a very unloving 
Ieart ; but then I comfort myself by remembering that 
it is for the sake of his beloved Son that God hears my 
prayers, and that, pleading His name, He will hear me, 
though I am ever #0 cold.” ..... 


« July 12, 1843, 

“ Are you not wearying of the wilderness, where 
you cannot love Jesusas you would long todo? Iam 
s0 aorrowfal when I think that it is always a struggle, 
& fight to keep my heart in the love of my God, to 
get my whole affections and thoughta fixed on Him 
who is #0 worthy, 20 infinitely worthy of our love. It 
in painful to be so earthly—so carnal, I feel so com- 
pletely that earth is my native atmosphere ; it is an- 
other nature to me to be spiritual. O for the time 
when the atmosphere of heaven will be my native 
air!—when this vile body of sin will be @ glorious 
body, when I shall love Jesus without effort, without 
sint Is it really true? But perhaps I have a long 
life in the wilderness before me ere I stand fualtless 
before the presence of His glory with excooding joy ; 
and O that I could spend that life, that life which 
He has redeemed, to His glory! What can I do to 
glorify Jesus? I am so terribly useless! Do you 
think Jesus will not use me as on instrument in pro- 
moting His glory? 1 sometimes fear it, and it grieves 
me very much; yet, my beloved friend, Jesus knows 
that the glory would be His. It would indeed be an 
unspeakable honour to be the means, urder Him, of 
bringing even one sinner to Him; but I would still 


96 PROGRESS IN 182. 


be only the instrument, Oh that I were a more willing 
one! Will you ask this for me, for there are many 
whom I long to be brought? I have been alone here 
all day, and I have beon trying to be all day with 
Jeaus; but still my soul cleaves to the dust; I need 
the loving Spirit to quicken me. Do you ever pray to 
the Spirit? I generally ask God to send Him upon 
me; but to-day I prayed to the Spirit himself, and I 
felt it so sweet to ask Him to tell me about Jesus, all 
about Jesus; to reveal Him to me, to shew me His 
sweetness, His beauty, the freeness and the fulnes of 
His work. How ignorant I feel myself to be at prayer! 
I never know what to ask for; but the Spirit has 
promised to help our infirmities, and Jesus tells us He 
can have compassion on the ignorant. 

“ My greatest difficulty, and a great sorrow I feel it 
to be, is what T bave often complained to you about, 
namely, the different persons in the Godhead. You will 
perhaps tell me not to be troubled about that ; but J 
can't help #; and I am the more troubled that I cannot 
quite explain to any one what I mean. I wonder if 
any one ever felt go strangely as I do. 1 feel, when 
praying to Jesus, as if I wronged the Father, and did 
not care for His love; and then, when all my delight 
(as it often is) is to say, ‘Abba, Father,’ I am 
miserable by thinking that I don't love Jesus! What 
should I do#* I try to tell God, but I scarcely know 


* (Mois seams to have beon the mere feting of an Svorecnsitive nntura, 
‘wrought upon by Satan to dletract and perphex her. It fs onident, from 
every page of hor corrospondance, that she did not overlook any of the 
‘Persous of the Golbead. ‘Ye thuk moro of one person of the Godbond 
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how ; but this thonght often gives me comfort, God 
knows all about it. Still, I have had it » long time now. 

J shall remember you all at your approaching 
communion ; I hope you will find Jesus sweet on that 
day. May you lean upon His bosom, as the beloved 
disciple did. What a happy resting-placo! There 
are nofthorns there. © that I knew more of its bliss! 
‘When there, you have the peace which passeth all 
understanding ; to be there is joy unspoakoble, and full 
of glory. How lightly should all the sorrows of this 
life fall upon one who has found this sure, this swoet 
reating-placo! Does it not seem as if nothing should 
ever make us sorrowful again, save the thought of 
piercing this bosom on which we lean? How continually 
Ido that! If it depended on my thinking one holy 
thought, speaking one holy word, or doing one holy act, 
T could never see that face that was marred more than 
any man’s, or lean for one moment on that busom of 
love; but I rejoice to know that it does not depend on 
me ; it is all free love, and for sinners, I want to love 
Sequs, and I cannot! what shaliI do? O that I wore 
holy, that even here I could love Him 2 little! I fear, 
my beloved, that I have written a very egotistical letter, 
and yet I meant it to be all about Jesus; but I can 
never speak of His love without telling you that J long 
to love Him.” 


« July 28, 1842. 
“T don’t think I ought to write to you to-day, fur 


then of another at different times, is unt to overlook or dishonour any; ft 
1s simply to act according to the constatation of our finite natures, 
@ 
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Tam so cold ; 1 am sure to freeze you. I don’t think 
any one ever had such a hard heart, or euch a dead 
sool as I have. Nothing ever seems to melt mo: a 
sight of Jesus would ; a single glance of Him who hung 
on the cross for vile sinners like ma, would melt the 
ice ; but I cannot see him ; I cannot feel hislove. Oh! 
i€ T could only He at his feet, and weep tears like those 
shed by Mary Magdalene, how blessed, how happy 
should I be! But I cannot shed a tear; I feel as I 
could never weep again. I wonder what is the matter 
with me, for I was so very happy Istely, and had such 
delight in prayer, and now I have none, © that you 
were here to pray with mo! We have often rejoiced 
in God, in the smiles of our Father's face together ; and 
now, I wish you were here, that you might speak to 
me of Jesns, till my whole soul melted, Iam very 
unhappy, for I feel as if I did uot care for Him, and ag 
if He did not care for me, and yet [ have been tolling 
Him all this morning that [ cannot be happy without 
Him, that J will not let Him go except he bless me; but 
I cennot find Him; my soul is quite dead. Surely 
Satan must be tempting me, and making me think 
hard thoughts of God! I hope you are happy? I re- 
membered your petition yesterday, and hope you could 
wash tho feet of Jesus with your tears, I think I 
would rather have Mary's place than John’s to-day ; 
anywhere near Jesus would be ecstacy. © that I could 
find Him! I would not let him go, What 2 hateful 
thing sin is) It is a bitter thing, for it makes God 
hide his face ; it pierces the loving bosom on which we 
lean. 0 to be holy! It is, indeed, blessed, my beloved, 
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to think that we have a Aoly home awaiting us, I wish 
I were there, for there is so httle of God hero, so little 
holiness, 

May you be muck blest at this Communion. May 
you weep with Mary Magdalene, whilst you lean with 
the beloved disciple on the gentle, loving, holy bosom 
of your own Jesus; may you say, with Thomas, ‘My 
Lord and my God.’ How I envy you going to a com- 
union table! I long very much to go again, for it ia 
long since I have been ; perhaps I should find Jeaus 
there, 

“ My loving Father, you see, never forgets me, though 
Tam 80 often forgetting Him. 1 wish I nover forgot 
Him, that I were altoays full of love to Him, always de- 
lighting in Him, always lived to His glory, always felt 
Him near, 1 wish it were always summer! I don’t like 
when it ia winter in the soul, Yet this serves to remind 
us that this is not our home ; it is indeed ‘ polluted” We 
must ‘come up from the wilderness, leaning upon our 
Beloved.’ Don't you wish you always folt that you are 
really a pilgrim} When shall pilgrim days be over, 
and all Zion's travellers be home? ‘You ask me what 
you are to plead for me; plead for forgivencss for a 
oold, icy heart ; plead for a heart broken for sin, and 
FULL of love to Jesus, and to those for whom He died. 
Plead that I may always realise His presence, that T 
may live as seeing Him who is invisible; plead that 
everything, whatever it is, that comes between my soul 
and God may be removed ; plead for holiness, plead for 
the Spirit, plead for gratitude for a ‘love which preseth 
knowledge; plead for more love to poor sinners who 
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know not God ; plead for more love to God's dear chil- 
dren, and that I may be more like them. Will youre- 
tember all these petitions? How many wanta wo have! 
‘We are vary poor beggars; but Jesus is rich, and loves 
to give. I feel that He is far more willing to give than 
Tam to receive. How strange it is that I am not will- 
ing to be blest ! 

“T want you to remember M——— and me at eleven 
in the morning ; for after I have met you at ten, I pray 
and read with her for half an hour. Pray for me that 
God would teach me to teach her.—Your own attached 


“Yo 


“ August 1842, 

“ My sstovep Frmxp,—O that you were here to 
speak to me of Jesus! 1 read your precious letters, 
which are so fall of Him, over and over again ; but 
can only weep, because He is not to me what He is to 
you. I wish that I felt Him asnear and loved Him as 
you do. Does it not make you long to be with Him, 
done with sin and sorrow, and distance from Him, and 
to ee Him as He is? Here, the moment you get hold 
of Him, almost before you feel that He is near, you 
loge eight of Him again ; but chere He will never be 
hidden. 

“Tam go giad that you were happy at your Com- 
munion ; you could not help being happy, for you got 
near Jesus. I don’t know what hes come over ms, but 
J cannot write to you to-day. I think it is because I 
have eo much to say, that I cannot my anything. I 
am in a strange state at present. I am sometimes so 
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joyful and happy, that the very thought of Jesus 
makes my heart swell; and then, again, nothing seems 
ever to move me. What distrosses me is my worldly. 
mindedness, that I cannot always realise ‘heavenly 
things, or always feel God near. Everything on this 
earth is eo dull, so tasteless, after tasting spiritual joys ; 
and yet my heart cleaves to it in spite of mo; and 
then, all I do is a0 polluted by sin. Oh! J-—, to 
think that « Aoly God secs my evil heart, and yet Ho 
does not hate me! “I wish I knew something about 
God. I eeem to know loss every day. Je it not 
strange? Do you find that you grow in the knowlodge 
of God? Is it not wonderful to think, that although 
He is eo glorious in holiness, so perfbct, so pure, so 
spotlem, yet vile sinner, Jaden with iniquity, may 
go to Him, to this glorious being, and call Him 
‘Abba, Father!’ © the unutterablo sweetness of that 
name! 

“ May Jesus bless you and make you joyful in Him- 
eelf. May you rejoice in the Lord always! I am so 
happy and joyful when I think that you are His—that 
my ofmn beloved is safe in the fold of the Good Shep- 
herd, hidden in the clefts of the Rock, so that no storm 
can ever come near her! Oh to think that you shall 
never now be separated from Josus! ‘Lo, I am with 
you alway, even unto the end of the world ;’ and even 
then He will be with you; ‘when thon passest through 
the waters, I will be with thee ;” but J trust, my beloved, 
I shall pase the waters first. 

* Am I ever to be dona? 1 grieve to send you such 
& letter, with so little of Jesus in it; but you must 
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forgive me: I cannot speak of Him, for I have an 
earthly tongue, Write soon to your unworthy but 
attached oy" 


“ p—, September 5, 1842, 

“ My own BeLovcp Ons,—It was curious that you 
ehould have been thinking of that verse with me; but 
T was much strack with the different ways in which we 
had looked on it. In thinking of ‘holiness to the 
Lord,’ all your thoughts went to Jesus, while mine, as 
usual, went to my own vile self. For nearly  fort- 
night I could not realise the presence of God, or feel 
Him near, though I often cried to Him with very bitter 
tears, He seemod as far away as ever ; but this morn- 
ing I found Him again. 1 felt Him near, and my tears 
were sweet! Praise Him for it, dearest, with me; and 
ask that I may not again lose sight of Him. It is 
strange, when I cannot realise that God is near, I can- 
not pray for you; but whenever He blessea my own 
soul, then my heart Aastens to ask blessings for my 
beloved friend, and I find it very swest to plead for 
you. I want you to pray just now for # dying young 
man, the brother of our neighbour's servant. He is 
dying, and, I much fear, unchanged. How calmly we 
can talk of these things! How little have I of the 
faith which is the evidence of things not seen! I can- 
not realise or feel his awful situation as I ought. BR 
and I have been praying for him, and sending him some 
tracts; O that they may be blest! . . . I have seen 
our Queen several times, She has much to draw her 
heart away from God. I fear I do pray too formally 
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for her. Let us agree to plead together more with our 
hearta for her and for all dear to her.” 


“ September 20, 1842. 

“T long to be free from sin; oh! it is loathsome, 
and yet I do not see it at all as I ought. But I must 
uot trouble you with speaking of my sinful eelf; I want 
to speak to you of God, of our own vinleas Saviour, but 
I cannot do it. © that I had you hero to speuk to! 
1 long very much for you now ; it will be so yory sweet 
to speak with you of Jesus as wo have so often done, 
and tell you all my sorrows. I sometimes wonder when 
E am to get right again, and got one sweet glimpse of 
Jesus. My soul has been so dark, and sorrowful, and 
heavy, for go long a time now. Thero seems a weight 
on my heart, and 9 veil over my cyes, I was happier 
& little while ago; but now 1 am ay much cast down 
agever. I long to begin the school ; surely £ shall find 
Jesua when spoaking to little children of Him. In 
heaven He will never be away, or hid even for one mo- 
ment. What if I should never get there? I am so 
very unbelieving, 60 unlike a child of God. You told 
me, in your dear letter, to go and weep with Mary at 
His eepulchre ; it is strange that I had just boen read. 
ing that very chapter! I could find no relief in any 
way, and at last I thought of the sweet chapter we have 
60 often read together ; but I could only weep, because I 
could not find Him. Yet you say He is always near. 
Do you know Satan sometimes tempts me to disbelieve 
His existence altogether! Is it not fearful? Ob! it 
is great agony! Do you think a child of God could 
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ever have such a dreadful temptation? BR. and I are 
quite aolitary just now, and we have a great many very 
woot meetings and readings together, and at such times 
we always remember our most beloved J——-, and my 
sweet native town. And now farewell. May your own 
precious Saviour bless you now and always, Yourown 
loving «mM? 


“ P——, October 6, 1843, 

“Y must tell you about our school, for that is oer- 
tainly a great deal in my thoughts at present; and I 
know bow much you will love to hear how we are 
getting on. Well, Tuosday was the first day, and R, and 
I opened it ourselves, as we did not like to ask any 
one in Mr B-—'s place. I bad fourteen little onea, 
and R. five big ones, We sung ‘The Lord’s my Shep- 
herd '—as we had not got the other tune,—and then 
we prayed, and then divided our classes, and in about 
an hour we again assembled, and read a little bit of 
‘Glory, then a prayer, and they went awey—and eo 
ended our first day of school. R, and I sat down 
together at the fire after they were all away, for a long 
time, neither of us quite sure whether we ought to be 
pleased or disappointed. But, on the whole, we settled 
that we ought to be pleased, for, though they did not 
listen to us when we told them of Jesus the Good Shep- 
herd with as much interest as we at first expected they 
would, still, they behaved very well, and ware not at 
sll noisy. We went a good while before the hour to 
get the forms placed, and the books in order; and when 
the first girl entered the room, and took her place, you 
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would have been amused at the look, half sheepish, balf 
triumphant, which B. and I gave to each other. To-day 
‘We ware so amused ;—one big girl came with the othors, 
whom we had never seen before, and sat down very 
quietly beside R.’s class—and two little ones to T——'s, 
and one to mine—and when we asked them who they 
‘wera, and who sent them, they told their names, and 
anid their mothers sent them ! 

“This is rather encouraging. Ono of mine is called 
Jeanie Deans! There is one of my class a perfect 
delight ; I never saw such a sweet child in my life: 
the is lame, poor Jittle thing! and she sits on a chair 
deside me 8 quiet a8 a little mouse. She iz only five, 
and she can already my all the letters! ‘Oh! I love to talk 
to her of Jesus; she is just like onc of His lambs. I 
am so grieved that she is only to be with us for a fow 
weeks. Sho lives in Edinburgh. 1 want you to romem- 
ber her particularly in your prayors, dearest, and O 
pmy that I may get words to speak to her! . 

“Tam very, very sad and sorrowful; and yet, for all 
the terror I often feel at prayer, J am restless till I oan 
get alone, and to my kneca. is not that strange, when 
very often I can do nothing but weep? 1 wish, my 
Deloved, you would tell me what to do, for you have 
no idea of the misery I suffer. I think it is Satan 
tempting me to doubt if thero isa God at sll! Surely | 
Lam not believing him! Will you ask God to search 
my heart, and shew me my gins! for it must be my ains 
that make Him hide His face. ‘He does not afflict 
willingly’ Ob, no; it is all my own vile self; but 
I wont to know more of my own heart, that I may 
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hamble myself under His hand. © pray also that 
Jesus may reveal Himself to me as 4 Saviour, to mve 
me from my sins, and that His chastenings may 
make me more holy, more humble, and more loving. 
Tt ie getting late, so I must finish this letter; and, 
long as it is, I grieve to think that there is 20 little 
of Jesus in it. But I can't write of Him now, for 
T am quite cold and dead; and yet ‘Ho ix white 
and raddy, the chiefeat among ten thousand.’ He 
is our own precious and altogether lovely Saviour. 
‘Why do I alone see no beauty in Him, that [ should 
desire Him? I want to say, with Peter, ‘Lord, thou 
knowest all things ; thou knowest that I love Thee.’ 
I sometimes think I do love Him a little Surely 
Satan must be trying to pull me away from Him. Do 
you think eof If it ishe—ch! he takes a desperate 
pull; but Jesus is stronger. I must trust myself to 
Him, and try not to fear.” 


« November 4, 1842. 

“ What a sweet season this bas been at St Luke's! 
I think many of God's children must have feasted on 
Sabbath. All Z felt wes a hard, unbelieving heart, 
and 9 body of sin, At the table we bad a very 
beautifel address from Mr Andrew Bonar from Revela- 
tion, ‘Him that overcometh, I will make e pillar 
in the temple of my God,’ &c. He anid, ‘ It is sweet 
to have a father and an elder brother; wo like to 
have a father sad an elder brother ; but nothing gives 
us such perfect bliss as to be able to say, My God’ 
On Monday I got most. Our own Mr Bonar preached 
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from this verse, ‘As my Father bath loved me, 90 
have 1 loved you; continue ye in my love.’ My whole 
heart was melted, in spite of sin and my cruel enemy 
Satan. What delighted me was the unchangeablences 
of Christ’s love; and that, though our love gets cold, 
His nevor does; and though we are so unworthy, Ho 
@till lovee us;—and we are to ‘continue in this love.’ 
When we leave the table, we are not to go from His lovo; 
His parting address to His people, is to continue in His 
love. I hked when he said that, for I so often feel as if 
I did really leave Jesus in the church ;—it is xo difficult 
to feel His presence in the midst of a cold world that 
hates Him. My beloved J-—, to think that wo shall 
dwell in this love during the long ages of eternity! I 
wonder we don’t soonor weary of this wilderness, We 
had a very solemn mecting on tho Sabbath ovening, 
Mr Burns preached one of his awakening sermons, and 
then said that he would remain to pray with any who 
wished it, after the rest went away. He did so, und 0 
how be prayed and spoke! His whole soul scomed to 
‘be yearning over sinners, He could not let us away, 
and again he said he would remain a little longer. Wo 
temained to the end, and 1 am very glad we did; it 
was just like Jacob wrestling with God. There were 
several awakened that night, I believe. When aro 
you coming in? How I weary to see you! I have 
euch & longing desire to kneel once more together 
at our Father's throne. We have often been blest 
when there together. But I feel that I must not long 
too much for any earthly blessing. I have too much 
eelf-will” 
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=, November 23, 1842, 

“ My owy seroven J-——,—I have often felt what 
you mention about telling God to look on Hia beloved 
Son. I sometimes feel so ashamed of myself, that it is 
@ great delight to say, ‘See God my shield.’ Don't 
you often feel ashamed of doubting God's love? It is 
unmerited, entirely undeserved by us, and yet it is 
still ao true that God does love us with such a wonder- 
fal love, that often I can only weep when I think of it, 
© for a heart to praise Him, and never to grieve Him 
by doubting such a heart of infinite love! 

“T can fool with you, my beloved sister, when you 
complain of a hard, unbelieving heart, I think I 
never felt my heart so hard as it has been lately. | 
‘am often astonished that nothing ever melita it. What 
T feel most just now is want of love to souls, I loved 
them far more at first. Is not that strange? Surely I 
am living very, vory far away from God, otherwise I 
must by this time have got a little of His love even 
into my heart. What s sin this is! To see eouls living 
around me without Christ, and not to feel for them ! 
I am very much grieved about this, Will you ask 
that Jesus would make me in this respect more like 
himself? © that I could weep over perishing souls! 
‘There are many here to weep over. It is an ungodly 
place this, Zhe world eeema so stamped upon every- 
thing here, that it is very difficalt to live in it con- 
stantly, or even occasionally, realising the unseen world, 
where Jesus is loved by wnsinning hearts, I was think- 
ing last night of what a eweet expression that is, 
‘walking with God.’ Should not you like to go 
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through this wilderness walking with God t—fecliwy 
Bim near? There is such a holy kind of feeling in 
being near God. But I need not speak 80 to you, for I 
know but little of this blemsedness compared to you. T 
wonder if any ove ever made such slow progress os J 
do. Do you remember that awect part in The Two 
Sitters t--* She seemed to be always lying on the bosom 
of Jesus, and now and then lifted up ber head to smile 
on or to comfort those around her.’ I am reading the 
book just now, and certainly never read anything to be 
compared with it, It often makes me ad to read it, it 
is such a rebuke to my selfish, worldly heart. We had 
‘Mr Hay at the school last Monday. He spoke very 
sweetly to the children. I hope he will often come 
and cheer us on. Whom do you think he introduced 
me tot Afr A Cheyne! What a sweet countenance 
he has! He is exactly what I fancied every Christian 
te be, 

“J went to hear Dr Chalmers at St George's. It 
was a very fine sermon, but too learned for me. What 
an interesting time this is in Edinburgh!” 


 P——, December 1, 1842, 

“ My own paiovep J——, —I have taken a longing 
of late to write to you, I scarcely know why, unless it 
be that I like to tell you all that our loving Father hos 
een shewing hia poor sinful children. How I do weary 
to talk with you fice to face, and to hear you speak of 
Jesus, our own precious, altogether lovely Saviour, and to 
pray to Him together once more! May He bless you 
much with His felt preeence! I sometimes feel much 


io ‘PROGRESS IN 1002. 


sweotness in praying for you; but it is not often that 
my cold selfish heart can pray aright for any one, 

“M—— has just taken the pen out of my hand to 
write you few lines, She is a very sweet creature ; 
T wish she loved Jesus, Sho is very kind to poor R. 
end me in all our troubles. None of them ever come 
from her. I wish you would write to her, and tell her 
that she should come to Jesus. I often think they are 
all far more like God's children than I am: indeed, I 
now they are ; but this is my comfort, that Jesus died 
for the ungodly, and such am I. I have had much 
delight lately, in thinking about the faithfulness of God, 
perhaps because I have bad only that to rest upon, 
Deing so utterly destitute of all feeling, Isn't it sweet 
to think of the ‘Thus saith the Lord,’ and to know that 
‘He will do as He has sid? Oh! J——, He is a won- 
derful God! I sometimes sit and think of everything 
till my head gets giddy, and it just ends in this: I am 
the chief of sinners, and know nothing, absolutely 
nothing of God. 0 for the simple confiding trust of 
a little child! 

“1 have just returned from our school ; they are all 
as careless as ever. I tremble lest my unbelief ahould 
hinder the blessing. I get more unbelieving, more 
heartless, about their souls every dey. They could not 
have had a more hard-hearted, sinful, helpless teacher 
than I; and yet God has placed me there ; at least I 
trust Ho has, You must pray much for us both, parti- 
oularly for me, for I am the most unbelieving. They 
are often » burden on my inind, but oftener I seem 
quite as careless as themselves, I cannot desoriba to 


PROGRESS IN 1842. Ww 


you what I bave endured, and still do endure, from 
infidel thoughts, I cannot realise or believe anything : 
it is very deeadfal ; it seems strange to speak to them 
about their souls! Surely it can only be the everlasting 
arms that are supporting me at this time. I would 
give much to have you for even one short hour to tall 
me that it is all true, What can it be? His precious 
promise, * Ye sholl not bo tempted above what ye are 
able to bear,’ sometimes comforts me; and, then, God 
knows it all. I don't feel that Ho does, but I try to 
believe it. 

“J am glad that you mect mo at the throno so 
regularly. I almost always get at five now , but it ia 
Tong, long since I have bad a wweot time, it is all 
fighting with unbelief, coldness, want of desire, and sin, 
hateful sin, which at times ecoms to reign in me. 

“No wonder that we mourn, when we lose sight of 
these glorious realities, so that to speak or write of 
them scems strange] It is a sweet fountain, the foun- 
tain of living waters. Why do I live so far from God, 
and therefore drink so seldom of these sweet streams ! 
‘May you, my beloved, be hidden deeper in the clefts of 
the Rock that was smitten for you. Tell me, when you 
write, if you are happy ; if all is light ; it is horrible 
when all is dark. God is light ; let us live near, very 
near Him, and then we shall not walk in darkness. 
What sweet meetings we shall have when you come! 
Oh, to think that, if God will, we shall mest so soon! 
T hope always to send you the money for the Jows, at 
leost aa long as I have any to send. All 1 bave is 
God's ; should it not be used for promoting His glory ? 


112 PROGRESS IK 1842. 


often lament that I do so little in that way, but } 
have often not s penny to bestow.” 


December 10, 1842, 

“My own setoven J——, —I was trying to thank 
Jesus to-night for His love to you at His table ; but my 
heart was cold. I have a Aateful heart. Iam very 
much rejoiced to know that you are so happy ; what a 
day you must have had! There is no blessodness com- 
pared to the joy that is unspeakable and full of glory ; 
and then ‘the joy of the Lord is your strength.’ You 
will be strengthened now, my beloved, to work for 
Jesus, and you will find it a sweet labour to go and tell 
sinners of the love of Him who is filling your own soul 
with such a sense of its blessedness,* I daresay you 
have at this time been longing to see Him as He ts. 
‘These tastes of glory make ons Jong for that sweet home 
where we shall for ever drink of the water of life, of 
which « few drops fill us with such blessedness. 

*“T heard Mr Islay Burns, for the first time, on 
Thursday night, and this was his text : But now they 
desire a better country, that is, an heavenly.’ It was a 
very sweet sermon, but very short, as he had to reada 
letter afterwards. I conld do nothing but cry all the 
time, 1 had such a longing to be in a better country 
with Jesus. Yt is strange, whenever I feel the love of 
Jesus to one 20 awfully woworthy as J, it always makes 
me weep. Ob, J——, what a being Jesus must be! 

> This gladness at another's joy, 00 often given vent to in theen letters, 
reminds oos of the apostie's feeling : “We are glad, whe (or although) 
‘wo azo weak, und (that) ye are strong; and this alao we wish, even your 
perfection” (2 Cor. xiii. 9). 
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But I know nothing of Him. I cannot feel, or sea, or 
believe anything at present, I cannot tell you how I 
foct, I scarcely know myeclf; but I am eo dreadfully 
unbelieving, I cannot realise anything ; and then I have 
sch a hard heart. My greatest comfort is in telling 
God to look on His beloved Son, and to look on me 
through Him. 1 want to be contented to be in dark- 
ness or light, in sorrow or joy, just as He pleases, so 
that I have Himself; if I could my, ‘My Belovod is 
mine, and I am His, 1 would wait His own time to 
get all I need; but do you know that when J spoke 
about this to Mr —— when he wns here, he said, And 
yet the joy of the Lord is your strength?” and I have 
‘been troubled about it ever since. Docs it not soem 
asif he meant to say, that Iwas wrong in saying I 
would try to be contented to be in darknoss if that 
were God's will?* Mr Hay came to see our children, 
and we had a conversation about the sad state of this 
place, and we agreed to unite in praying for a rovival 
here, and wish you to join us. We have not fixed any 
particular hour, as perhaps it will be better to ploud 
for it when we feel drawn to pray. Our English mini- 
ster is fixed here for seven years. It. and I felt ao very 
taizerable there last Sabbath, that wo have determined 
not to go again, if we can help it. It was the Com- 
munion Sabbath too—what a different one from the 
one you spent! But soon this pasing world will be 
done, and then eternity begins—oh | may it be to all 
whom we love, en eternity with Jems! 


+ As darkness has its root in sin and unbelief, ft cannot be God'n will 
‘that we should remain in it ; and we know who has suid, “I am the light 
of the world; he that fulloweth me shall not waik in darkness” 

a 
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#T have been thinking much of this verse—' God is 
love ;* and I see I have never belicved it. If I really 
believed that, could I have all the sinful, hateful donbts 
that my soul is filled with? How I pant for the 
‘dlessed nearness to God, which you, my beloved, have 
‘been enjoying! I care for nothing when God hides 
His face ; all is dreary and unsatisfactory. Last night 
I think I got a little nearness to Him, when BR. and I 
had our meeting together, and it has made me to-day 
more impatient than ever at my distance from Him, 
and at my utter want of desire, R and I havea 
waseting every night. We enjoy them very much. We 
ask for all the others, and for more grace to ourselves ; 
—for you, and for all God’s dear children. You must 
pray much for us both at this time—that we may be 
consistent and decided in following God, especially at this 
time, for —— and all her family are to be here the end 
of this month. What will they say to our school! 
Both R, and I are rather in dread about their coming, 
we have #0 many troubles already ; and we fear their 
arrival will increase them. But we must be strong én 
the Lord, and then we need not fear. Perhape it will 
drive us closer to Jesus; and, if that be the cage, then, 
weloomo all the triala this poor world oan inflict. Per- 
bape God will give us a word to epeak to them. You 
must eak this.” 


« P——, December 27, 1842, 
“Mr own BeLovep own— ... How curious that 
He should have laid you ona sick-bed just after giving 
Jou such sweet discoveries of Himself at His table! 
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Perhapa it was that you might not lose what you had 
got there, by mixing again in the concerns of this cold, 
God-hating world ;~that on your sick-bed you might 
feast over again the blessedness you then enjoyed. I 
trust He bas been very near to you ail this time; but I 
Jong to hear that you are better. 

“I wish I could write to you as you would like. I 
Jong to apeak to you of Jesus, as I might speak if I 
‘were not the coldest, deadest being, who ever ventured 
to call herself a child of His. I often doubt if I am 
one, I cannot feel His love, and I cannot speak of it, 
I¢ is still the same, although a peor worm like me— 
@ bottle in the smoke—cannot speak of it. I shall give 
you His own words, My Beloved is white and ruddy, 
the chiefest among ten thousand ; His mouth is most 
aweet ; yea, He is altogether lovely.” 

“Mr Hey was down at the school yesterday, and 
spoke to the children ; and little Robert P——-, whom 
I mentioned to you, seemed to be struck, for he began 
to ory ; and when J asked him what was the matter, he 
said he was afraid of bell. I spoke to him about Jesus, 
and His love to little children ; but he still continued 
weeping, 6o I sent him home to bis mother. Ab, Jesus 
Toves him with s tenderer love than even she does! 
I went to-day to his house, and had a chat with bis 
mother about him, and read the third chapter of John 
to them. She is not @ pious woman, but is a very 
pleasant person. Robert, poor little fellow! had got 
over his terror. We must ask that he may beoume one 
of the lambs of Christ’s flock.” 
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=, December 30, 1843. 

“© that the Spirit would come and breathe on my 
dead soul! I feel, like you, that it is not easy to be 
contented when the light of His countenance is with- 
drawn. It is impoasible to live to His glory when in 
darkness and heaviness. We cannot shew forth His 
praises when at a distance from Him ; at least I feel it 
to be go. I often weary now for the time when we 
three shall stand faultless before the throne, with exceed- 
ing joy ; and when God shall wipe away all tears from 
our eyes, and when the veil shall be taken away ; when 
no tin shall separate between us and our God; when we 
shall no longer weep because we cannot find Him, and 
because we 0 continually dishonour Him; when He 
will no more hide His face, and when we shall no more 
wander from Him ; when we shall seo Him as He is, 
and be like Him. Like Jesus! Can you believe it? 
‘When you sea such evil filling every part of your heart, 
ean you believe that that heart will really be one day 
pure and holy? 0 for that time! It will bea won- 
derful change for mine, for it is the vilest of the vile. 
How happy they all are in heaven, because they see 
Jesus face to face, and because they never sin! Even 
here, when Jesus shines upon us, and enables us to feel 
Him near, and when sin wems 2 little subdued, even 
here we enjoy a little of the blies of heaven. Are not 
you glad that it is the same kind of joy we at times feel 
here, that we shall have there, though in a wonderfully 
different degree t 

“Do you read our chapter in Acts now! It is awoot 
to be reading together, as well as praying together. I 
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sometimes think I should have more peace if I read 
more ; but I am generally more inclined to pray. Are 
you to have any meetings in the North Church this 
Taat week of the year? R. and Mr Hay and I have 
agreed to read together the same chapter when it is 
striking twelve on Saturday night, and I want you, my 
beloved one, to join us, Will yout Wo have fixed on 
the twentieth of John. Are you and I ever to fix on 
another, I wonder? And let us plead for each other, 
that we may live more to God's glory during the year 
‘that is so soon to come, than we huve done this year. 
Ob, plead that He would bruise Satan under our feet 
shortly, and would take away all infidel thoughts. Let 
us plead that the joy of the Lord may be our strength, 
to work for Him throughout tho year. 

“ My beloved sister in Jesus, I must finish this now, 
as I want to write a fow lines to —— about her soul. 
Farewell, dearest ; may Jesus watch betwoen thee and 
me, when we are absent one frum another. 

“Your M——.” 


‘Thus closes the year 1842. She has now been a year 
anda half upon her pilgrimage. How eager her steps, 
how rapid her advance! Truly ehe hastens onward, as 
ifehe knew that her time was short! These eighteen 
months have done more for her than eighteen years 
do for many, 

The year 1845 opens with the following glimpse of 
her pilgrim experience. In the beginning of January, 
ahe thus wrote to me :—* Your letter was most wel- 
come, because it directed us to look for comfort out of 
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ourselves. I, at least, find nothing but darkness and 
ain within. . . . I 60 long to feel Him near and to be 
happy in Him, but I often feel as if he were frowning 
upon me, and I am so woiserable, for I now can 
have no happiness when far from God. . . . I should 
be far on the road now, and yet I always seem 
either at the very commencement or else going 
back. I am afraid I am not earnest enongh, I do 
not pray enough, nor do anything ax I ought, and 
yet I call myself an heir of glory. I am sfraid of my- 
eelf Ob! suppose I am not ‘found in Him’ at last} 
I cannot bear the thought. I could not spend an 
eternity without Jeans. Ab, that should make me feel 
more for those who are living without Him in the 
world, and who, if they seek Him not here, must live for 
ever without Him. There are no more of 4s returning 
to God yet. Perhaps many might have been changed, 
if 1 bad been more faithful and prayerful... . We 
hear that we are to have Mr M‘Cheyne and Mr Milne 
at the Communion. What a treat it will be to hear 
‘Mr M’Cheyne again!* . . . We often speak to ——, 
but we do not get on well ; for we feel she needs to be 
roused, and then she gets angry, and esys—How do we 
know that she is not right? We often long to twin her 
to Christ, in place of alarming her to flee to Him ; but 
when we speak in that way, she always assenta to all wo 
say, and saya, ‘ Of course, there is nothing else worth 
© M— qunerally went to St Luke's fu Edinburgh, st Communion 
scascas, Not relishing tho kind of tesching that ahe got nearer bars, ahe 
tried other places, and at leat resolved to go to Musselburgh, to attend the 


‘rainiatry of Mr Robertaon, the exceflent and devoted minister of the United 
Presbyterian Church, then at that towa, now at Newington. 
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but Christ ;* but when we see she does not care for Him 
at all, we cannot help telling her, and then we get all 
wrong again. J think —— does not mind us so much 
as che used ; she cares more for parties than for Jesus, 
“ I was much obliged to you for the tract about the 
weoond coming of Christ. I must study the subject 
from the Bible. Mr Watson sent me your address 
about the Church. I want so much to know all about 
our dear Church. I am so glad that you are going out 
without being forced to go, for then you will shew 
that you aro willing to part with everything for Christ, 
T longed to be » minister when I read it, that I might 
be privileged to suffer for His sake.” 


The remaining letters of this year we give without 
comment. They exhibit the same stranger-spirit, the 
game urgency of baste in passing on to the kingdom. 


“ P——, January t, 1843. 

“ My pearget J——,— . .. What a wonderful being 
God is! That ie all Ican say. ¥ cannot speak of God 
now. But when could I speak of him-—poor earth- 
worm that Fam? I had» strange time at prayer to- 
day. I felt such « satisfaction (I cannot my sweetness, 
for I seldom have a sweet time now), just in the thought 
that He ezisted, that 1 could not pray. I tried to praise 
and thank Him for Hie loving-kindnem, but my words 
were poor, and my heart was cold. I think Satan is 
very busy with me just now, He always finds drumly 
water to work amidst. I think I have seen a littlo 
of the monstrous depravity of my heart iately, but I 
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greatly grieve that this does not make Christ precious. 
I loug to get neer God again. I cannot bear to 
bave His face hidden so long from me. I should 
like to lay my sorrowful soul on His bosom, and cali 
Him my Father, my God, my Saviour. How I do long 
for you to tome, that we may together plead, and say, 
‘We will not Ist Thee go except Thou bless us!’ I 
think I must not write more to-day. I aball finish 
this on Monday, if the Lord will. Is it not sweet to be 
in His hands? Let us both say to-night, ‘ Doubtless, 
Thou art our Father.” Are we not accepted in tha 
Beloved? © that He were more beloved! May Jeeus 
‘bless my very dear friend.” 


« P—, January 2%, 1843, 

“ My puanvar J——,— . . . What distresses me most 
in, that I cannot pray. J cannot realise God's presence, 
nor any spiritual thing at all. I foel as if I did not 
need anything, and I have not so much desire as I 
used to have. The throne of grace is now to me a 
place of great conflict and sorrow. I can seldom get 
my thoughts fixed one moment They are continually 
wandering ; and I have so little spiritual life or feeling, 
that the soul, and heaven, and hell, and God, seem 
strange sounds to me ; that is exactly the word, they 
eeem sirange; when I think of people's danger, my own 
danger, the necessity of fleeing from the wrath to come,— 
it seems all strange, as if the words had no meaning at- 
tached to them, so that, when I go to pray, I repeat all 
these things as if it were mechanically, and often I can 
only groan in agony. Sometimes I am praying for an 
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hour, and all tha time can eay little more than, ‘Ob! 
have compeasion upon me; Lord, hear me! Lord, help 
me!’ And I have been so long this way, that I am 
getting almost to despair ; but I feel thet nothing can 
ever drive me from a throne of grace, though 1 were to 
do nothing but weep at it all my life. ‘To whom can T 
go but unto Thee?’ Dear J——, Ho has the words of 
eternal life, and I must go and plead with Him. But 
oh! I am weary with my groaning.’ Will you tell all 
this to God? That is why I om so selfish as to griove 
you by telling you how sad Iam. Oh! the infidel 
thoughts I have! I cannot describe them to you: It 
is miscrable to live so far from God. It is dishonour- 
ing to Him, and rninous to my own soul. I have beon 
thinking of not going to the Communion this time, 
‘What do you think? I can hardly bear the thought 
of not going, for I pant fur near communion with 
Jesus; but I must not partake unworthily. You must 
ask that I may be guided, and that, if 1 am not His, I 
may be ere long ; for I long to be His, His only, His 
wholly, and His for ever! Wo are to havo Mr M'Cheyne 
and Mr Milne at St Luke's this time. Only fanoy 
what ® couple! It is to be on the 12th of next month. 
Do you think our dear minister will be in Edinburgh 
Tf he does not, will Mr M‘Cheyne give R. and me 
the tokens? But I must speak to him first, for I am 
afraid to go in my present state... . 

“It must be sweet to suffer for His name; but I 
don't think I have felt that sweetness, for it alwayr 
geems my own sins that bring me suffering. I must 
shew you ——'s letter when you come. Do you know 
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I feel as if I shall be all right again then? We must 
sak thet our souls may be greatly blest, and that God 
may get glory by us. I long to read the Word together. 
I think I know the chapter our Biblea will open at! 
Sha wept, ‘ because they have taken away my Lord, 
and I know not where they have laid Him.’ Do you 
think Jesus will come and say, ‘ Sinners!’ and we will 
say, ‘Our Saviour’? I want you to pray, especially at 
this time, for a dear child of God who is in great dark- 
ness, -—, whom I wrote to you about. He is not 
going to the Communion ; and I feel so much for him. 
It must be deep agony to stay away.... I have 
never yet told you of our seasonable supply ; well, it 
was this: R. and I are often sorrowing that we have so 
little to give to the poor people here ; and one day we 
‘were sitting at our school fire, after our flock had gone 
away, speaking about many things, when a lady was 
announced, who said she had come to be « short while in 
P—, and that she was very anxious to do something for 
the poor, She eaid she had heard that we taught some 
poor children, and that she thought we might direct 
hier whom to assist! Well, we told her that we knew 
many in want, and, as she was afraid of her little boy 
getting disease from any of the houses, she asked us to 
give what she wished to bestow, as wa thought beet. 
She gave me eight shillings,—in the meantime, ahe said, 
—and then talked about the school, and seemed to take 
% great interest in it, and said she should like to give 
the children some clothes, Well, in two or three days 
she came back, and said she bad bought twenty yarde 
of tartan for frocks, and twenty yards of flannel, and 
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aix little shawla We are now busy getting them all 
made, Wam't this a very pleasing adventure? R. 
and 1 often wonder if she is a Christin; 1 think she 
must be ; she is very quiet, and does not say much, but 
her actions speak for her, I think. She ia very young, 
and a very sweet person. It is wonderful how God has 
mized up friends for us since we began our school. Do 
you think tbat o sign that it is for His glory? Well, 
getting all this assistance for our poor has enabled us 
to give the besket-moncy to missions; but I am 
disappointed, after all, that I have so little for the Jews, 
for many things have greatly reduced my little stock ; 
bat after this, I don’t thiuk I need distrust Him from 
whom every good comes. The ———a havo been here 
‘some time now, and I am glad to say they havo not 
discovered our school. They are very sweet girls, but, 
I don't know how it is, I always feel no melancholy 
whenever I am with them. Oh! they are full of the 
world, this poor, vain world! It seems as if it would 
‘be impossible to speak of Jesua to them. I want to 
ek your advice about one thing. They are to have a 
emall party on Monday, and I daresay they will be 
having more ; do you think we should refuse to go? If 
it were a large dance, we would refuse at once ; but they 
speak sometimes of having one or two, and making a 
dance among themselves.* They would laugh at us if 


* This mode of deooying the unwilling or the anwary ia #9 common, 
‘that one wonders how any can bo deasived by it “Oh, it ts just o small 
family party—a harmless dance among the young. peoplet” Thun the 
world lays its mares! And, not seldom, those who call themselves 
Christians are founa doing the same thing, and using the same srgument! 
‘They want to exjoy na much of the world as will not Gamage their repute- 
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we called this a party! and yet they will be waltsing, and 
dancing, and how ean we got ——- mays we should go 
rather than offend them, and refuse to dance; but I 
don’t like that way, for I don’t think that it is the 
mare act of dancing that is wrong, but the whola spirit 
of the thing. I should like to be decided at once for 
Christ in everything. I wish I wore with you, where 
you now are, at the Monday meeting. I asked that 
you might get a great blessing to-night. I generally 
meet you at five now, but what an hour it is to me! 
Oh! where shall I find Him! Farewell, my beloved 
friend, may Jesus bless you this night.” 


“ Edinburgh, January 28, 1843, 

“My suovsn Farmxp,—How shall I answer your 
most precious and sympathising letter} It was a 
perfect cordial to my poor unbelieving heart ; it was 
a0 full of the love of Him whose whole being,—whoso 
very nameis Love, I think God has blest it to my soul. 
After I read it, I went to the throne (that aweet Bethel 
for poor, weary, sin-and-Satan-toseed souls), and I cast 
my burden upon the Lord, and He sustained me, I 
went to God, not as a child or a believer, but as a 
guilty, polluted, hell-deserving sinner (though I do not, 
alas! feel soyself this just now), and cast mynelf, and all 


tion for being Christians. ‘They will aot danoe quite eo long as the world 
dances ; they will not crowd 0 many into their party ax the world dove; 
‘and thus they will enjoy the world, and yet pass for Chrutians! Abt the 
eunning and the oowurdice, to which half-hourted disipleship bas to 
resort! Afraid to be worldlings, yet more ofmaié to be Christiana! ‘There 
‘are none who do Batnn's work no effectually as thea, How many such are 
thor in the “religious world!” 
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ay heavy burdens, upon His mercy, His love in Jesus; 
wd I felt happier and lighter than I have done for 
nany a day ; but, oh! I cannot get rid of these awful 
shonghts;—it seems aa if everything future were a blank: 
—a strange dream My comfort is, that it is all true, 
and I pray and speak as if I felt it; but Satan must 
be very powerful, for I think he can make me believe 
anything. I shall not grieve you any more by telling 
about my trials ; I shall rather tell you of my blessings, 
of the free, rich mercies that are so constantly showered 
down upon such a guilty rebel as I. We can always 
praise ; we can praise Him that ever He taught our 
dead souls to seek Him ; that eve: He put one feeble de- 
sire towards Him in our cold hearts ; we can praise Him 
for showing us the vanity of everything but Himself.* 
Ah! and we can praise Him for tho unspeakable gift/ 
—'the new and the living way to the Father ;* we 
con praise Him for Jesus—the ultogether luvely—the 
Father's holy Child—the Man of Sorrowe—our sympa- 
thising High Priest ; and we can praiso Him for the 
loving Spirit—the glorifier of Jesus; but whore aro 
we to end? No, we cannot end ; eternity will be too 
short to shew forth all His praise. Oh | if ever I enter 
heaven, I shall be the greatest monument of free love 
there, I think I must sing the Jondest song. Ah! 
why cannot I sing that song now? Since I cannot 
pray, I think I ought to do nothing but praise ; per- 
ape this would open my heart to pray too. Won't it 
* "Oh, how fully am I persuaded that a line of pruisenis worth « leaf of 


Prayer; and an hour of praisce as worth a day of fasting and mourning? 
‘Yet there ws room envugh for both."—Letter of Joha Livmgstons. 
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‘wo called this a party! and yet they will be waltzing, and 
dancing, and how can we go? ~—— says we should go 
vather than offend them, and refuse to dance; but I 
don’t like that way, for I don’t think that it ia the 
mere act of dancing that is wrong, but the whole spirit 
of the thing. I should like to be decided at once for 
Christ in everything. I wish I were with you, where 
you now are, at the Monday meeting, I asked that 
you might get a great blessing to-night. I generally 
meet you at five now, but what an hour it is to me! 
Oh! where shall I find Him! Farewell, my beloved 
friend, may Jesus bless you this night,” 


4 Edinburgh, January 28, 1843, 

“My srrovep Farenp,—How ehall I answer your 
most precious and sympathising letter? It waa a 
perfect cordial to my poor unbelieving heart ; it was 
80 full of the love of Hi whose whole being,—whose 
very nameis Love, I think God has blest it to my soul. 
After I read it, I went to the throne (that aweet Bethef 
for poor, weary, sin-and-Satan-tossed souls), and I cast 
my burden upon the Lord, and He sustained me. I 
went to God, not as a child or a believer, but ag a 
guilty, polluted, hell-deserving sinner (though I do not, 
alas | eel myself this just now), and cast myself, and all 


tion for being Obrishane. ‘They will not dance quite so long as the world 
dances ; they will not crowd so many into thor party as the world dose; 
and thus they will enjoy the world, and yet pass for Christiana Ah! the 
eunmng and the cowardice, to which bal-bearted dusapleship has to 
sesort! Afraid to be worldhaga, yet more afraid to be Christiane! ‘There 
‘sre none who do Satan's work uo effectually as there. How many mich are 
there in the “iebgious world! 
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may heavy burdens, upon His meroy, His love in Jesus; 
and I felt happier and lighter than I have done for 
many a day ; but, oh! I cannot get rid of these awful 
thoughts;—it seems aa if everything future were a blank 
—a strange dream! My oomfort is, that it is all sve, 
and I pray and speak as if I felt it; but Satan must 
be very powerful, for I think he can make me believe 
anything. I shall not grieve you any more by telling 
about my trials ; I shall rather tell you of my blessings, 
of the five, rich mercies that are so constantly showered 
down upon such guilty rebelas I. We can always 
praise ; we can praise Him that ever He taught our 
dead souls to seek Him ; that ever He put one feeble de- 
sire towards Him in our cold hearts ; we can praise Him 
for shewing us the vanity of everything but Himeelf.* 
Ab! and we ean praise Him for the unspeakable gift! 
—tthe new and the living way to the Father ;* we 
can praise Him for Jerus—the altogether lovoly—tho 
Father's holy Child—the Man of Sorrows—our sympa- 
thising High Priest ; and we can praise Him for the 
loving Spirit—the glorifier of Jesus: but where are 
wo to end? No, we cannot end ; eternity will be too 
short to shew forth all His praise. Oh! if ever I enter 
heaven, I shall be the greatest monument of free love 
there. I think I must sing the loudest song. Ah! 
why cannot I sing that song now? Sinco I cannot 
pray, I think I ought to do nothing but praise ; per- 
hape this would open my heart to pray too, Won't it 
* Oh, how folly ama I persuaded that wine of praisesis worth a leaf of 


Prayer; and an hour of pralscs is worth a doy of fasting and mourning? 
‘Yot there Ss room enough for both."—=Letter of Jol Laewagitons, 
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be sweet when we once more kneel fogether at the 
throne of gracef I long much for that time now,—and 
to read the Word too! © that I loved both more! 
What you said sbout the Communion was very 
aweet. You say, ‘Go where you know He is;’ that 
ia what 1 long to do; but I am so unworthy; you 
don't know how vile, how unholy I am; yet Jeans 
knows, and does He not say even to me, ‘This do in 
remembrance of me’? I have a curious feeling about 
going. I long and pant to go; my heart hounds when 
I think of it; but a fear comes over me when I think 
what I am. I am afraid that I shall be a Judas— 
4 disciple outwardly, but not in reality. But Jesus 
still says—'Come.’ He is willing, and J think I am 
too; at least IE know that I desire nothing but Him. 
None bnt Christ, none but Christ; yet how oon- 
atantly I distrust His love, and how constantly my 
heart wanders from the Fountain to earthly cisterns! 
Tam so glad that you are to have Mr M‘Cheyns 
at the Communion ; may you be much blest.” You 


* The Communion here referred to was in February. But Mr 
‘M‘Cheyne, whoeo vialt is anticipated in the above passage, was not with 
us. Ho wan called away by the Church to vimt « large district in the 
north of Sootland, It may interest some to see his letter telling me of 
this: ‘My dear Hornce, it grisves mo, ax much as it can gelore you, tobe 
abeent from your Communion ; yet I do not see how it can be otherwise. 
‘We have now fixed to start, God willing, on Monday next, 6th February, 
‘We have twenty-three parisbes, and I fear wo oan get no extra labourers. 
Thave no hope of being home till Saturday the 25th, the day hefore your 
Communion. I expect reprosch snd contempt, if not broken benss: but 
the Bing of Zion beckons, and I feel I ought to obey, without four or mut 
aur. Our Communion ison the third Sabbath of April. I am gisd that 
you reckon on it, I trust God will make up to us both for my being 
kept from you. Remember me much in prayer, and believe me ever 
yours, til] Jemus come, 

 Janeary 01, 1848." “Boseet Moanay M'Caxrxe, 
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toust tell me the Sabbath, that I may plead for you, 
Ours is on the 12th. You don’t say if Mr Bonar is to 
bein. TL should like, if be does not come in, to speak 
& little to Mr M‘Cheyne when he gives us the tokens, 
We should be so glad if we could get him to speak to 
the children of our school ; they could not elp listen- 
ing to Mr M‘Cheyne. Ho would tell them of Jesus in 
euch a sweet way, that they would surely listen. Bat 
ah! Jesus himself must speak, or not a stony heart 
will be moved. His children’s voices are often very 
eweet, but they are not like His; yet how often we let 
Him stand at the door of our hearts, and do not hear 
His voice! We are getting on very well with our 
school at present ; that is to my, they attend rego- 
larly, and are sometimes attentive; but there is no 
moving of the dry bones yet ; they are very careless 
when I am speaking to them sometimes about the love 
of Jesus ; and when I hope they are listening, some one 
of them is sure to say something quite foreign to what I 
amsaying. They often interrupt me by saying, ‘Ma'am, 
the glaze is run out,’ or something like that ; but then 
I remember what God has to bear from me, and that 
makes me try to be patient with them. I bave got 
much interested in my class now, which I am glad of. 
O to see them begin to seek after God 1” 


February 14, 1843. 
“.. . Tcan think of nothing but the glad prospect 
of peeing you so soon. I cannot realise it atail; but I 
wish I could get over thinking of the parting again. It 
was orual of you to mention that. I sometimes think 
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that I would rather not meet than have another part- 
ing ; but no, I would rather see you for half an hour 
than not at all; but Jesus ordersall, and so all is right. 
What o dreadful time I have had lately! Satan 
seemed to have got hold of me; I could do nothing 
‘but groan; T could not even weep ; but I am better 
now, not because I have said, ‘F will not let Thee go,’ 
but becanse Jesus said, ‘I will not let thee go.” I can- 
not say I was very happy on the Communion Sabbath ; 
T could only weep and long after an absent Lord. The 
ministers assisting were not very spiritual, except Mr, 
Milne, and we had not him at our table, 90 that it was 
quite different from our former seasons ; but porhapa 
it was better that it was so, for both R. and I felt that 
we were more entirely shut in to Christ. Yet ah! my 
dear J-—-, I bad none of the blessed feelings you 
speak of. I prayed all the time for Jesus to come and 
and make me FEEL His presence, but I only felt a hard 
wicked heart. Yet it is strange I could scarcely get 
myself to leave the table, I felt as if I had left Jesus 
thore, and I wanted to get to them all, and beseech 
Him to come and fill my longing soul with Himself ; 
but the longings I had for him were sweet. Oh! He 
is a glorious being, and yet He is also loving, gentle, 
lowly being. Why don’t we love Him more? and 
why do we so continually grieve him by sin? I wish 
Thad more desires for holiness ; I have often nothing 
but a longing desire for Jesus,—to be able to belisve, 
and to feel His love, to live to His glory at all times 
god in every way. Mine is euch a selfish love! On the 
Thursday we bed a very precious sermon from Mr 
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Somerville of Glasgow. The text was, ‘Who is this 
that oometh up from the wilderness, leaning upon her 
Beloved #' I wished for you all the time ; I could do 
nothing but sit and weep, Jesus seemed 80 Zovely, 80 
loving. I could gladly have left the body to be present 
with the Lord ; it was almost too much. R. was be- 
side me, and you know, beloved, how pleasant it is to 
have one with you who feels as you do. He waa speak- 
ing of Jonathan, and he ssid, ‘he thought that he was 
one of the sweetest lilies that grew in the garden of 
Jesus.’ I thought it such a aweet expression, the gar- 
den of Jesus ; and, in speaking to the unconverted, he 
said, ‘Oh! will ye not come to this willing, living, loving 
Saviour’ I wondered they did not all cry, ' Yea, oh 
yes, I'l go to Him!’ I felt a0 sorry for those who did 
not know Him. Ah! bow little I feel that! I am 
often alarmed when I think how little I oaro for souls ; 
I fear that I have not His spirit who wept over them. 
‘Will you ask that I may get more love to souls? On 
Friday we had another beautiful sermon from Mr 
Davidson, about Jesus calling Zaccheus ; and on Satur- 
day we had Mr Manson. It was a pity wo bad none 
of them at the Communion ; but Mr Milne was very 
fine ; he seems fall of the Spirit... . Tam glad you 
have heard from dear J——; she is a very sweet, 
simple Christian : it is the grace I have least of. I fool 
it is the enemy within that troubles me most. I hada 
very precious season of prayer on Monday morning at 
tem ; but oh! it was often a sore battle; but Jesus 
came at last, and all was light, all was peace. ‘I sought 
the Lord, and He heard me, end delivered me from all 
t 
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my fears’ Praise Him for this with me, my beloved 
friend. But we cannot praise here, it will take eternity 
to do that. Farewell; may your own gentle, holy 
Saviour Jesus, your Saviour God, be with you and bleas 
you, my precious friend { «“x—” 


~, February 23, 1848, 

«... You will soon be here now: I can scarcely 
beliove it, but I suppose it is true for all that; many 
8 thing is true that my hard unbelieving heart finds it 
hard to believe. It is true that Jesus loves even me, 
the chief of sinners, and yet how many severe lessons 
it requires before I can believe that blessed, that 
wonderful trath, that the holy, siv-hating God, loves 
unholy, sin-loving sinners! ‘While we were yet 
inners, Christ died for us.’ ‘ Herein is love, not that toe 
loved God, but that He loved ws.’ Yet I find it very diff- 
cult, when I feel nothing but sin continually filling my 
heart, and mingling with all I esy or do, to realise and 
rejoice in the unchangeable love of Jesua. But then He 
is God, not man; and it does not seem so wonderful 
when we think, not who is loved, but who it is that 
loves ; and then He looks upon us in the Beloved; He 
looks upon His beloved Son, and then we are ‘all fair.’ 
‘We shall soon speak together of this Christ-like love, 
and pray that it may be shed abroad in our cold hearts 
(mine in van cold), and then we shall love Him who 
Ard loved us. B. and I were at a very sweet meeting at 
our kind friend Mrs——'s. It was a meeting of ali the 
Sabbath-school teachers of two schools. Mr D—— was 
there, and conducted everything. There were more 
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than thirty altogether. We first sung a hymn, ‘O God 
of Bethel,’ and then Mr D—— gave usa short sddrem 
upon this verse, ‘Search me, O Lord, and know my 
heart.’ It was very beautiful and very striking. He 
said we should ali ask ourselves, could we look up toa 
heart-searching God, and ask Him to search ust—he 
said, out of Christ no one could; but that, hidden in 
Him, we could come to @ holy God, and my, ‘Search 
1me’ He then spoke of our motives in teaching. Was 
our single aim the glory of God? Did no other mo- 
‘tives influence us ‘Ah’ he said, ‘I am sure there 
is not a soul in thia room that does not quail when I 
pat that question.’ Mine did ; I could hardly look up 
for abame ; J felt confounded when I Jooked at my mo- 
tives | there scomed every motive in my heart but the 
only one that should be there ;—the glory of God. Is 
it not sad to think that low, unworthy, selfish, vain 
motives, should all fill the heart that should only burn 
with one desire—the glory of Jesus in the salvation of 
sinners} But He bears the iniquities of our holy things. 
“His blood oleanseth from aif sin.’ © that it may 
cleanso mine! He then said, that making God's glory 
our sole aim, gave us steadiness in oor work, for the 
motive would be always the same; he said we were 
so changeable, that one day we might go oagerly to 
our work, and the next we might be quite careless; 
‘bot that, by continually desiring His glory in it, we 
persevered, and that it also gave us strength for our 
work, because we cast the whole burden of it upon 
Him ; that when wa felt we were the mere instrnments, 
‘that all our strength must come from Him ; and at the 
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end, he spoke so sweetly about Jesus ; he ssid we should 
always take the Master with us, that, when surrounded 
with our scholars, we should realise the presence of our 
Master, who is looking on with setisfaotion and delight. 
‘Wo then had a very sweet prayer, and separated. .. . 
R. bad a long chat with —— about her soul. She 
gave her Mr Bonar's Way of Life to read. You must 
pray for her and for us, that God would guide us in 
epeaking, and that He would draw our dear —— to 
himself, She is the only one of her family we have 
spoken to yet, and she takes it very sweetly. We have 
given her this sweet text: 'I love them that love me, 
and they that seck me early shall find me’ How dif- 
ferently some take your speaking to them from others | 
— is a great grief to us; sho geta so angry, and wo 
cannot help feeling anxious sbout her, she is so very 
delicate. Oh that she would come to Jesus! How 
happy she might be, if she had Him to make all her 
‘bed in her sickness! ——- is another burden tn us; 
she says Mr ——— wishes her to be confirmed, and yet 
she is quite ignorant about spiritual thingy, She has 
no thought about what she is called upon to vow in 
euch a solemn way, and then she haa no right to go to 
the Lord’s table ; for, alas! she is not His; her heart 
has not been given to Jesus.” 


“ P——, March 22, 1843. 
«My vary pean Mrs H.,— . . . 1 must bea peou- 
Tiarly sweet kind of love that binds one to a Christian. 
‘Think of heaven, where ali are Christians] I some- 
times long to be there! I am weary of this sinful, 
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ungodly world, and still more weary of my own un- 
godly heart, I see nothing but sin and unbelief now; 
J cannot get near Jesus ; I want to sit at His feet, like 
happy Mary, but I cannot get near him. I cannot 
believe that He will look with love upon such a vile 
wretch as Iam. I cannot believe anything. I often 
think I don’t believe in anything beyond this poor 
world. I cannot see that they are realities, and yet they 
are,—are they not? Dear friend, do not be grieved 
with me for asking such a question, for my soul is in a 
dark, dark state. I often long to say to some one, ‘ Say 
to me that it is all true!—that Jesus lives, and lives in 
our nature ; that He does hear my fecble prayers.’ Oh 
that feeling of strangeness,—that it would go away! I 
long for the simple faith of a little child. I got great 
comfort from the rainbow yesterday ; thero was a very 
lovely one seen here after a great shower of rain, and 
when I looked at it, I thought of God’s faithfulness, and 
I could not but rejoice that though I do not believe, 
stil He is faithful ; Ho will do as He bas mid.” 


 P——~, April 4, 1843, 

“ ,. « We had a very nice day at Mr Roberteon's 
on Sabbath. We all went to the table, and to me it 
was the sweetest hour, I think, I ever passed. I found 
Jesus, and I was happy, wnutterably happy. I thought 
‘Twas in heaven ; I almost saw Him! ‘You must praise 
Him for thia, I was cold at first, and could not get 
near, but 1 told Him I would not let Him go except 
He blessed me ; and He did bless me, and then J could 
nat lt Hin go. Don't you feel afraid when you have 
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found Him, that He will go away again? I thought 
yesterday morning, on going up to my room, what 
should I do if I had not God Fancy living without 
God in the world! but ah! how often 1 do that! I do 
20 continually grieve Him away. 

* Saturday, April 8.—I must tell you about our 
achool We have never been able to get another room 
yet, to our great sorrow ; but we heard of one yeater~ 
day, which, I think, we sball get soon. I shall be very 
glad when we begin it again, but I tremble to think how 
very unfit I am for such a task; but Jesus saya, ‘My 
grace is sufficient for thee ;’ and if I could only get out 
of myself into Christ, then all would be well. 0 to 
‘be able to aay, ‘I live, yet not I, but Christ liveth in 
met’ If I only really felt myself to be weak, then I 
could say, ‘J am strong;’ but I only say I am weak ; I 
feel and act as if I were strong. Will you ask for me, 
dear friend, that Jesus would shew me my own weak- 
ness, and lead me to Jean entirely upon Him? Ask 
that I may ‘ come up from the wilderness, leaning upon 
‘the Beloved.’” 

“ P——, April 34, 1848, 

“My saoven Farenp,—l had your note this morn- 
ing, and am very happy to know you are safe with dear 
~——. I bad much sweetness in praying for you several 
times on Thursday. I long to hear again from you, if 
you were enabled to epeak for Jesus on board, and 
‘what you have been doing since you arrived. I am s0 
happy in thinking of the liberty you have at —-~ in 
reading the Word at anytime. I hope you will havea 
Peaiel season all the time you are in London, May you 
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Tivo in the sunshine of His countenance ! ‘ In His favour 
is life.’ I am sure you feel that to be tras, If we have 
not His presence, life is only a misery, a dreary void. 
T feel a kind of parsvasion that you will be greatly 
blessed in London, that your Father will give you much 
of His holy, blessed presence. May it indeed be 0, my 
own dear J——. . . . It makes us vory sad that our 
—- should have turned from us, but it is probably 
for our good. Poor R, is in great distress about it ; 
but I have a far more severe sorrow, the hiding of my 
Heavenly Father's countenance, and my heart seems 
hardened to everything else. In your prayers for me, 
will you ask this for me, that God would shew me what 
it is that keops me so far from Him, and that He would 
make me willing to part with it, whatever it is? .. . 
Have you written to—— yet? I should like to write 
to her; but, as you will perceive, I cannot write at 
present, Oh to get near to Jesus, that my cold heart 
might be melted and warmed !—there is no happiness, 
nojoy, no warmth, but near the Cross. How our hearts 
freese when away from Him! We went yesterday to 
Lady Glenoreby’s, and heard Mr Davidson, I like him 
very much, He preached on favourite text of mine, 
Tea. xii, 17. Iam sure there was one poor and needy 
eoul there, J felt thirsty for the water of life. I havo 
been thinking of this verse, ‘Unto you which believe 
He is precious,’ and asking myself if I find Jesus pre- 
cious, and why? Is it not your poverty that makes 
Jesus precious to you? Then Ho should be very pre- 
cious to me now, for I am entirely poor, entirely empty, 
and yet I fear He is not, I feel Him more precious 
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when He is near; now 1 should feel Him more precious 
from his having everything I need. Should I not? I 
am afraid often that it is only « lovely picture, not a real 
Christ, that I love.” 
“ P——, May 11, 1843. 

“My very pean Mas H. y—1 have often at- 
tempted to write to you, and failed, but this morning I 
asked Jesus to give me every word that I should write, 
#0 perhaps I shall be able. I should, if I trusted 
simply as a little child would do, to His help ; but, 
alas! though I feel my weakness, I still trast to myself. 
Is it not strange? I wonder Jesus is not weary of 
teaching me, I am eo backward and so unwilling to 
learn. Isn't it sweet to have such a teacher? I should 
like always to sit at His feet, like Mary, and hear His 
words: we should say to Him, ‘Let me see Thy coun- 
tennnce, let me hear Thy voice; for sweet is Thy voice, 
and Thy countenance is comely.’ How little I know 
of Jesus! Oh! if I knew more of Him, and know 
Him better, I could not remain here any longer ; but 
Iam 60 carthly, I ie crawling on the earth, in place 
of mounting up as an eagle to His very seat. R. and 
T have been again feasted at the Lord's table. I can't 
tell you what I felt. I felt that I would not go away 
from Jesus if the whole universe told me. ‘To whom 
should I go but unto Him? He has the words of 
eternal life.’ I felt all the time that I knew nothing 
of Him, and that I was the very cbief of sinners ; but I 
could not but trust Him, He wea so lovely, so gentle, 
eo kind, so winning, so gracious, 0 full of compassion 
even to me, so touched with a feeling of our infirmities. 
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« Only think, our school-room is let for a year, 
and we are not sure if we can get another ; and, besides, 
we can scarcely get any of them to come just now, for 
they eay their parents are out working, and they must 
stay at home. Is it not very vexing? We are think- 
ing of giving them up for two or three months during 
the summer, and not taking a room till the season hero 
is over. What do you think about it? We are averss 
to give them up, but if we can only get two or three, 
and not even sure of them, it would be perhaps better 
to keep our money till the autumn and winter, when 
worsould collect many more. . . . I can scarcely 
get myself to believe thet Mr M‘Choyne is no longer a 
pilgrim on this earth—that he has reached home, We 
should not mourn for him indeed, Is he not secing 
Jesus face to face? Is he not like Jesus altogether? 
But yet it is ead to think we shall never more hear 
him speak of Him whom his soul so greatly loved. I 
shook hands with him ouly once, and I shall never 
forget the sweetness of his look and smile, How I do 
pity his poor people !” 

“ May 26, 1843. 

“T had a long letter from the other day. I 
answered his letter yesterday, and had much comfort 
in writing to him. As I cannot give comfort to any 
one except from the Bible, I wrote all the sweet truths 
Tcould think of, and Jesus seemed to apply them to 
my own heart. I waa so cold when I began, I could 
hardly write a word; but very soon such sweet texts 
came into my mind, that I could hardly stop. What 
an important time this is in Edinburgh at present! 
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Of oourse you know all about our dear ministers. 
Only think, R. was in the Amembly on the Thureday, 
and saw them all go out! So we are no longer of the 
Established Church! Does it not seem strange? I 
almost envy the ministers being allowed to suffer for 
His name, I went to the Amembly at Canonmills on 
Friday, and, it was curious, it waa the London deputation 
who spoke that day. I beard your minister, Mr Hamil- 
ton, and liked him much, When I heard his name, I 
Tooked at him, and listened to him with peculiar interest, 
for I remembered he is your minister for the present. 

“ Saturday—I could not get my letter finished 
yesterday, and Iam not sure of being able to finish it 
even to-day ; Tam so often interrupted. We had Mr 
R-—~ to our meeting st Miss A's on Tuesday. 
He is, I think, one of the most spiritual and lowliest 
of Christ's minister, He prayed twice, and his pray- 
ers were very fine; but I cannot aay I enjoyed the 
meeting, for I could not get near God all the time, I 
think I never felt so mach my need of the Spirit as 
that evening. They seemed all in the Spirit but me, 
~and I was like a atone. Does not that shew how 
utterly vain the very best means are without the life- 
giving Spirit breathing upon the dead soul? Let us 
pray earnestly for the Spirit, dearest ; and let us also 
remember yeaterday’s text :* ‘Quench not the Spirit.” 
How often I grieve away the Spirit by my sins] Hoe 
is God, and not man, else He could not have borne su 
Jong with me. We are to have a Free Church here, I 
believe. What a blessing it will be for this place if we 

© Trnct Boniaty’a Almanac, 
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get a really godly man! You must ack on our behalf, 
dearest, that they may send us a true servant of God, 
-—— was telling me yesterday that the preying people 
here have been much stirred up to plead for this I 
was thinking this morning that the best meana for 
getting a revival here is to have s revival among God's 
own people. I think they must be made to feel more 
the misery of those who are living without God in the 
world. They must have more love to souls, more 
yearning over them, and, above all, more desire that 
Jesus may be glorified by their conversion ; and then 
they will be more in prayer for them, that the blessing 
may come. How little I feel for poor, poor soula! for 
are they not poor when they have not Jesus? 1 want 
you to ask especially for me, that I may have much 
Jove for souls, sven though I should be made miserable 
about them. That would be infinitely better than 
being at ease when souls are perishing, And ob! 
earnestly ask that I may be delivered from Satan's 
temptations, for he puta such horrid infidel thoughts 
into my mind at prayer sometimes, that I can scarcely 
utter a word. Won't it be swoet when we have 
entered into our rest? when we shall have done with 
Satan, sin, the world, wandering thoughts, &o,; and 
when, in place of a heart filled with selfishness, and 
everything earthly and vile, our hearts shall be for 
ever filled with Jesus, and none else? Sometimes, 
when I oan get no rest nor peace, and when I cannot 
even pray, I think, Well, it will soon be all at an end. 
I shall at last see Him whom my soul loveth, face to 
dace, and never more, even for one moment, cease to 
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love Him. But I cannot always get comfort from 
that, for I often fear I shall never get to heaven at all, 
Tam eo unlike Jesus here. It is near three o'clock, 80 
I ghall finish this after we have read our chapter 
together. May He ‘open our eyes, that we may see 
‘wondrous things out of His law.’ What a nica chapter 
to-day’s is!* particularly the 22d verse, Does it not 
mean the Word of God! that it shall continually be 
with ns; or does it mean God himself? How sweet 
it would be if we could thus constantly realise His 
presence with us; that wherever we went, He went 
with us; that when we slept, He kept us; and 
when we awaked, He talked with us, I think we 
should never be unhappy, even in the wilderness, if 
we always felt Jesus near. It is not trinis themselves 
that make us unhappy; it is He not being in them, 
‘The hardest trials and severest sufferings would scarcely 
‘be felt by us, if we always felt the everlasting arms 
underneath us; if we heard Jesus saying, ‘Fear not, 
Sor I ai with thee?’ There is no sorrow like the sorrow 
of living at a distance from Him ; of not being perfectly 
reconciled to Him ; at complete peace with Him. Oh! 
to think how often we grieve Him by our abominable 
hearts!” 
“ P—, June 23, 1843, 

“My pearty Batovep J——,—Are you not as- 
tonished at my long ailenco? I have been again laid 
by my loving and faithfal God upon a sick-bed, andam 
only able to-day to write once more to you, my own 
friend. What a blessed time the season of sickness is 

© Prov. vi 
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for being humbled in the sight of God! And He knows 
how much J need to be humbled; but oh! I greatly 
fear I have come ont of the furnace unpurified. Is it 
not grievous, that I, by my own desperate wicked- 
‘ness, lose all the benefit intended by my merciful God * 
T have not glorified Jesus at all in this illneas; I have 
‘been impatient, proud, unwilling to be humbled, filled 
with unbelief and hard thoughts of God, prayerless 
and thankless, What I am most grieved st is, the 
dishonour I have brought upon Christ’s name by my 
unholy un-Christ-like behaviour during this illness, 
Oh! J——, my darling M- will not be led, by 
seeing my good works, ‘to glorify my Fathor who is 
in heaven ;’ she will rather be led to think that thero 
js nothing in religion, when its professed disciples are 
no better (nay, even worse) during a time of trial 
than those who do not professanything. Pray, dearest, 
that it may not be so; pray that I may not be a 
stumblingblock before my dear M——, or any of my 
dear family, I am almost ashamed of myself; I say 
almost, because I feel it takes a great deal to make mo 
ashamed of myself ; 1amso proud, Will you remember 
me at & throne of grace, for I am sad aud sorrowful 1 I 
can get no sweet sense of God's presence, or of His for- 
giveness ; pray for me, that ‘ though my iniquities testify 
against me,’ that yet, for His dear Son's sake, he would 
“receive me graciously, and love me FREELY.’ I fecl as 
if I could suffer years of pain, if I could get but one 
smile, one forgiving word, one compassionate look, from 
my God, my greatly insulted, but precious, blemed God. 
Oh! is it not acony to feel unreconciled to Him? 
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Bat you never feel that, Ttrust. I remember you say- 
ing at Miss R's that you never oould fancy Jesus 
angry, but only grieved for your own ein and folly. 
And does He not say, ‘ Mine anger is taken away't 
Jesus bore it, for it ia written, ‘Thy wrath listh hard 
‘upon me;’ and then, ‘ The Lord hath laid on Him the 
iniquity of us all,’ These are sweet words for poor sin- 
neva ; may the Holy Spirit apply them with saving and 
healing power to both our hearts! ... Let usask our 
God to give uss more realising sense of spiritual and 
‘unseen realities, and also more of the love of souls that 
Jesus has. It makes me ashamed when I think of my- 
self compared to the very coldest and weakest of God's 
dear children, I donot seem to care fora single soul ;— 
well, I must just lie lower before Him, and sak Him to 
put His own Spirit within ma. I think this iliness has 
‘been a very humbling time to me ; it has shewed me 
how little, if any, grace I have. I can see nothing but 
sin covering me all over. © for the blood that can 
cover even that! I read our chapter in Proverbs with 
you to-day ; it is the 10th, is it not? I like the third 
‘verse, and also the twenty-second, but I have not time 
to write about it to-day, asit is time this was off, Now, 
do not be & very long time of answering this, 

“T must tell you of @ misfortune that happened to 
our basket, Wo hed filled it with beautiful things, and 
gave it tos little girl to sell, and to our dismay she 
returned in a faw days to say that she hed sold nearly 
everything, and lost the money on the road{ We are 
greatly afraid it is all false, and that she and her mother 
have kept the money. If this is true, it is worse for 
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the girl than for us; but still it is hard to lose all 
our little earnings, when we have 20 much to do with 
inv 
«“P—., July 14, 1848. 

Here ia s verse for you that I have been thinking of 
to-day ; ‘Thou art all fair, my love,’ It is difficult to 
believe that Jesus could say that of such sinners ; but 
when it is His own beauty that covers us, we must in- 
deed be ‘ all fair’ Isn't it very sweet to think that Jesus 
gets all the glory? that we are nothing, sud lees than 
nothing, and that He isall in all? I think the happiness 
of heaven will be to see us all in our proper place, tho 
dust, and, with willing hearts, to give Him all the glory. 
How sweet it will be to be free from alt sin, especially 
selfishness, and with ‘ uusinning hearts’ to sing ‘ Worthy 
is the Lamb’ throughout all eternity! Oh think, dear 
friend, that one day you will see Jesus, and be for ever 
with Him, never, never more to be separated |” 


“Pp, July 20, 1843, 

“My smovap J——,—I remembered your request 
at the throne of grace, that you might have more of 
the presence of Jesua in private, and I trust that He 
‘has heard ine, and that you are continually rejoicing in 
the light of His countenance who is the light of the 
world, ‘Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose 
mind ig stayed upon Thee, because he trusteth in Thee. 
Let us only trust Him, and He will prove that He is 
the faithful God, I wonder we ever distrust tho love 


‘© Thin was a basket from the proceeds of which it was bopod that 
somsthing might be g2t foe the caume of God. 
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of Jesus; it is different from every other love ; for it is 
love to the unworthy. His love is poured out upon 
those who seldom return it but with coldness, ingrati- 
tnde, and suspicion. He is a kind Master, ever ready 
to forgive, and ‘who upbraideth not’ We are to cele- 
brate His love on Sabbath at St Luke's; you must ask 
that ‘He may manifest himself to His people then, in 
another way than He doth unto the world.” Iam 
more afraid to go this time than I have ever been—I 
feel so very unworthy ; but then I think that shonld 
not keep me sway, for, however worthy I might be, 
that would give me no title to go ; but still I am afraid 
of deceiving myself, by thinking that I am trusting to 
His merits, when, perhaps, I am seoretly trusting to 
something in myself. I have much need to ory, 
«Search me, O Lord, and try me.’ Perhaps God is 
ehewing me my sins, to prove to me that there is 
nothing in me in which E could trust. RB. and I 
should be up at St Luke's at this moment, but it is 
pouring such torrents that we dare not go; it is very 
vexing, I must say, and J am rather inclined to mur- 
mur at the disappointment ; but I have two things to 
console me ;—one is, that it is not man who prevents 
‘us, but God, and therefore it must be ‘ well,’ for you 
know ‘He doeth all things well ;” and the other is 
that it gives me an opportunity of having a chat with 
you. I want you to get this before Sabbath, that you 
may remember us then. I do not know whom we are 
to have ; I believe it is likely to be Mr Milne. Have 
you got any work to do for Christ yet? © that I 
hed more love to souls! Mr Robertson said a very 
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sweet thing about that verse in the Song, ‘Draw me, 
we will run after Thee ;’ be said it was not, ‘ Draw me, 
J will run after Thee,’ but ‘ we will,’ do, ; as much as if 
to shew that we could not go to Jesns alone, that if He 
draw us, we must bring others with us. Did you ever 
think of it? BR. and I continue to go to hear Mr RB, 
nnd every time with greater pleasure. I think we are 
very fortunate to be 90 near such a true servant of 
Jesus, 1 wish we bad one like him here.” 


« Edinburgh, September 15, 1843. 

“T have been thinking yesterday and to-day about 
that expression, ‘the unsearchable riches of Christ,’ 
I don’t think I know anything at all about the love of 
Christ. I am so carnal; I have little relish for the 
things of heaven, I should be ashamed if you knew 
how earthly Iam, and yet God knows it all; but still 
He does not abhor me; He does not cast me away 
from His presence. ‘1 am the Lord, I change not,’ 
My own friend, here is a sweet word for you, ‘Jesus 
Christ the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.’ Do 
write soon, and tell me something about Jesus, for 
my heart is eo very earthly ; tell me how lovely, and 
how precious, how satisfying you find Him ; describe 
Him as the Bride does in ‘the Song ;’ and then I 
ehall be constrained to eay, ‘Where is thy Beloved 
gone, that J may seek Him with theet’, I want to 
get a sin-crucifying view, a world-crucifying view, of 
Jesus; I want to get nearer Him than I have ever 
done yet, for I feel more earthly than I ever felt 
‘before, Will you ask this for me? You might also 

x 
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remember my dear, dear P——, particularly; for do 
you know, I sometimes can hardly pray for any one 
else, I have had great wrestlings in prayer for him 
for several days, © thst the blessing would come! 
‘but I pray so unbelievingly, I sometimes pant to 
speak to him, but I never have courage. I did speak 
@ few words to him about the necessity of being pre- 
pared for death, when we were speaking sbont poor 
Mr D—'s death. Ob! to think of Mr D—— being 
carried off in two daya! We heard of this a few days 
ago, and I bave been asking that it may make my 
dear P— think. It is surely s good sign, that Ged 
has made me so anxious about his soul; don’t you 
think so? I have sometimes elt God, our loving God, 
listening when I have been praying for him, and felt 
euch humble confidence that I was asking according to 
His will. Im go afraid that I shall grieve away the 
Spirit, and thon I shall not be able to pray for him, 
or have any desire for his soul. Oh! why is he not 
converted, when God is s0 willing and so able? Will 
you tell me, when you write, what you think may be 
the hindrance} And sek that God would shew me if 
it is anything in mo that hinders this blessing.” 


« P—, September 25, 1843. 
“Bo, you are so fond of London! Well, I can't my 
T liked it. But you have had much of God’s presence 
there, and that must make you like it. What should 
we do without God? Ihave not been able to realise 
His presence, or rejoice in the light of His blessed 
countenance, for a long dreary time. I know He is 
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near me, and guiding my feeble steps ; but I do not 
Jelit. If it is such misery to be away from Him, even 
for @ little while, what would it be to be separated 
from Him for ever! I sometimes think that there 
is some idol in my heart, that makes Jesus hide His 
face from me; or perhape my earthliness and unholy 
walk has grieved the Spirit. It must bo my own sin, 
in some way or other, that makes me lose sight of 
Him ‘in whose favour is life,’ Will you ask, my beloved 
friend, that He would search my heart, and shew me 
what causes me to go mourning all the day, in place of 
‘rejoicing in the Lord alway’? Your dear letter was 
blest to me, for it made me long more after Jesus, I 
was thinking of that verse lately, it seems ao full, the 
last part eepecially—I wish I were doing it every 
hour,— inoreasing in the knowledge of God.’ It is in 
Col. i. 10. I know so little about God. What blessed 
holy knowledge! There is no knowledge to be com- 
pared to that—‘To know Him is life eternal,’ Now, 
‘we seo through » glass darkly ;’ but when we are 
with Him, ‘ we shall know even as also we are known.’ 
‘We'll never have an unkind thought of Him. We 
shall, indeed, beloved one, ‘stand faultless before Him 
with exceeding joy’ I think one of my happiest 
sights will be to see you there, aud R. too,—dear R. 
Twas thanking Him this morning for all he has done 
for my own R. It is cometimes very sweet to plead 
for one another at our Father's throne. Do you always 
remember five? I almost always get now, and I hope 
you will mest me. There is a nica verse in our chap- 
ter for last Saturday,—* Cease from thine own wisdom.’ 
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Tt esemed to me euch a eweet thought, that I was not 
to have any wisdom of my own, but to lie like a little 
ebild (who, you know, bas no wisdom of its own), and 
leave everything to the infinite wisdom as well as tender 
love of my Father. But how far removed am I from 
such a childlike spirit! I think that is one cause of my 
dark, unhappy state, that I will always reason, in place 
of believe, But He bes given the command, and He 
will give the power to perform it—Your ever attached 
friend and sister in Jesus,” 


* P—, October 11, 1843. 

“ Mr natoven J——-,—Everybody is out of the house 
‘but myself, and I think the sweetest, and I hope, algo, 
the most profitable, way in which I can spend my quiet 
time is in writing to you about the things which free 
gtaco has taught us both to love. I have not had an 
answer to my last letter; but I don’t stand on oere- 
moony with my own beloved one. How I do woary to_ 
see you, and to kneel again with you at the fect of 
Jesus! That is our happiest and safest place. 1 wish 
T loved more to be there; but my soul gets moro 
earthly every day. How continually I abuse His lov- 
ing-kindness! 1 wonder my heart ia so desperately 
hard, a8 continually to pierce the bosom on which I 
lean. Iam greatly tempted to doubt my boing a child 
of God at all. But Ihave been trying thia morning to 
look away from my vile self to the Holy One, and to 
trust in His infinite merits, even with the consciousness 
of my-utter worthlessness, which I feel very much just 
now. I like to see my sins, for I don’t think I ever 
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saw sin ag I onght ; but I must not add to their guilt 
by doubting the merita of the precious blood of the 
Lamb. He says, ‘the blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 
from aif ein,’ and I dare not doubt after that. But ob, 
it is difficult, as I daresay you well know, to come to 
God with confidence, when you feel that there never 
was such a sinner as you living. And then Satan tries 
hard to keep me away, and to make me think hard 
thoughts of God ; but ‘greater is He that isin me than 
he that is in the world” I feet that if God did not con- 
tinually draw me back to Himself, ¥ should never even 
have # wish to return. This text has becn much ou 
my mind lately—' It is of tho Lord's mercies we are not 
consumed, because His compassions fail not.’ His com- 
passions fail not! Tsu't that fine? We soon weary of 
Him ; but He never has, and never will weary of us. 
Is it not a very sweet text for to-day? I hope you 
have heard Jesus’ own sweet voice saying to you, ‘Fear 
not ; only believe. How ereyou getting on? You 
will be far beyond me on the road; earth keeps me 
back. I sometimes feel unwilling to forsake all and 
to follow Christ ; but He will make me willing, You 
oust ask that He may ;—that I may ‘count all things 
‘but Joss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ 
Jesus my Lord.’ It is @ sore struggle at times with 
anch & carnal heart as mine. But He has promised 
that neither ‘things present, nor things to come, shall 
ever be able to separate me from His love ;’ and that I 
shalt come off ‘more than conqueror through Him that 
loved me.’ Oh! J—, when shall I ever forget my- 
elf? Never till that wonderful time when I shall 
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cast my crown at His feet, and confess, with unutter- 
able and unselfish joy, that Christ is all in all, ‘Then 
we shall love Him and one another, with unsinning 
hearts.” 
« P_, November 14, 1848. 

“My pmazest Mus H.,—I am so unlike a child of 
God, that I often doubt my being one; but when I 
think of His free invitation, and of such a blessed 
verse as this, ‘It is a faithful saying, and worthy of 
all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world 
to save sinners,’ I can’t help feeling as poor Joseph did ; 
if Christ came to enve sinners, why not mef 1 wonder 
if any one ever was co full of earthlincss as I? It has 
been a great burden to me lately. When I long to be 
spiritual and holy, I cannot ; I have such a vile body 
of sin and death, which is opposed to all that is holy. 
‘[ find a law in my members, warring against the law 
of my mind.’ Don't you often feel inclined to ory 
with Paul, ‘O wretched man that I am! who' shall 
deliver ma from the body of this death?’ What a 
wonderful love the Spirit must have that dwells in such 
unholy hearts as ours, at least mine/ I think God is 
ehewing me that there is really nothing in me in which 
Tcan glory. I always want to see something good in 
myself, I am afraid, when I feel that I am altogether 
‘unworthy ; but then I have all the more need of Jesus. 
‘He came to save sinners ;’ that is my only plea. I was 
wishing thia morning that I might be entirely devoted 
to His service. I long to forget myself, and to have 
no other wish on earth but ‘to shew forth the praise of 
Him who bath called me out of darkness into hia mar- 


PROGRESS IN S868. wi 


‘yellous light.’ Wall you ask, dear friend, for R. and 
me, that we may do this that we may shine as lights 
in this dark world! that everything we do may be 
done from a single eye to the glory of God? How holy 
and happy would this hfe be! The very wish I feel to 
be happiness, such as I never felt in anything in this 
world. Don’t you feel, when you can sincerely wish to 
live but for Jesus, that the very wish is happiness? 
‘There is something very ewect in holines ; it is very 
painful to have such an unholy heart; but Jesus is 
able and willing to make it holy; and then, even 
though I were holy, it is not on that account that I 
am accepted, but ‘in the Beloved’ Don't you think 
that our unholiness should make us prize Christ more? 
I wish I were beside you an hour just now, that I 
might ask you about this subject, for I am go ignorant 
about everything, that I am afraid of trusting to my- 
self ; but you will vell me I have a Teacher who will 
never let me go wrong, if I trust in Him ; but I am 
very unteachable. How much dear K. and I have to 
‘be grateful for! I feel this when I see all the beloved 
souls about us feeding on the husks of this world, while 
we feed on ‘the finest of the wheat.’ Oh, let us praise 
Hina, and pray that His love may kindle ours, and may 
constrain us to walk so that others may be led to Him. 
T blush when I think how I dishonour Jesus by every 
look, and word, and action, I am glad when I think 
that you pray for us. Ask this, and ask it constantly, 
that we ‘may shew forth His praise;’ not our own, 
but Hie. I am always wanting others to praise me. 
© to have no wich but that He may be glorified! I 
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find it difficult to be contented, nay, happy to be no- 
thing, that He may be all. Ask that Jesus would 
roake use of us, that He would use us as instruments 
in His service in any way, only that He would do it.” 


“ P——, December 16, 1843. 

“ . . . Your letter was blest to me, for it made me 
more dexirous of being near Him, and like Him ; and 
it also gent me to the throne of grace to plead for you. 
How ashamed I should be if you knew how oold and 
fesble my prayers for you are! You must ask that I 
may live nearer the Cross, and then I shall have my 
cold heart warmed. I have been reading the account 
of the deaths of several eminent Christians to-day, 
and I feel such a strange kind of longing, anxious 
desire for something, 1 know not what. I want to die 
like them, and to go to Jesus; but Iam afraid I am 
not prepared to die. The other world is sometimes so 
near, that it is very solemn. Don’t you sometimes 
feel your heart swell when you think of Jesust I 
have felt His presence to-day, I think, but I don’t feel 
peaceful or happy ; 1 feel dissatisfied with myself; I 
long to do something for Christ, but I don’t know what 
todo. Iam afraid I am like the barren fig-tres ; when 
I feel in this way, I generally go to pray, but some- 
thing always tells me that I should not be praying, but 
working for Christ, and that it is of no use praying 
when I don’t do anything ; this often makes me unhappy 
at prayer. Did you ever feel this’ Perhaps it is a tempt- 
ation of Satan to keep me from prayer.* There is 
* Ine diary of the seventeenth century, there is = statement which 
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one part of your letter I want to speak to you about, 
In speaking of God’s love to you, you my it is ‘in the 
Beloved’ 1 wish I could tall you all J feel, dearest, but 
it is so difficult in writing. I want to koow how Got 
Looks upon me. You know I am all full of sin, Now, if [ 
am in Christ, docs He look upon Christ, and not on 
me at all$ Should J forget myself, and think only of 
what Christ is? sit a different thing, or is it the same 
thing, —trusting in what Christ Aas done, and in what 
Ho iaf* I wish you would writo me what you fecl 
about these things, for I feel more dark and ignorant 
just now than ever I did, Is it right to say, I am 
sinful, but Christ is holy; I ain unrighteous, but Christ 
is righteous; Iam weak, but Christ ia strong? I am 
in great fear that I have not right views of Christ, and. 
Tam afraid, if I die, that I may find I have been 
deceiving myself. You must pray for me, that God 
would enlighten my oyes in the knowledge of Christ ; 
and if you are able, I hope you will not be long of 
answering this part of my letter, os I am in an anxious 
unsettled state. Remember I expect my usual Christ- 
mag lever. The first Sabbath after the New Year is 
our Communion, and I am amious to get clear views 
before going... . I see your birthday and mine are 
both on the Sebbath, so that, if we are spared, and in 
health, we shell spend them in God's house, Perhaps, 


rosy Uuatrate this: “Ihave been much hindered from duty by studying 
‘the manner of duty, rather than the wulatance of it; by studying fath in 
prayer rather than prayer in faith * 

‘© The answer to this difficulty is just that thems ere two parts of tho 
‘ume thing our couscieac reeta on the work of Chnat, end is pcifid; our 
Jagr reste om the parton of Christ and as oomnforted and gladdened. 
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J— , it will be in the courts above; Ho alone knows. 
Tet us leave the time to Him. But let usbe pre- 
pared for the call; may the call to each of us be, 
‘Friend, come up higher.’ Or perhaps we may spend these 
days together in God’s courts below. Isn't it curious 
that B.'s text® (8th July) is a prayer, to which mine 
is the answor? I think it is very sweet. About our 
reading, let us fix Leviticus. I think it will be very 
sweet, and very profitable. R. thought of it too, and 
besides, it is your choice, and that is enough for me. 
© that it may be much blest to us all! May our 
souls feed on Christ! I rejoice with you, beloved one, 
in the sweet glimpse you had of our glorious three- 
one God. May you often ‘draw water with joy out of 
the wells of salvation.” I can a little understand what 
you say about praising Him for what He is in Himself, 
I think it is the finest, holiest feeling we ever have, just 
to praise and thank Him that there is such a glorious, 
holy being os Himself, I am very happy when I can 
feel this ; but ah! it is seldom ; it is & fine thing to be 
able to praise; itis liker heaven even than prayer ; if we 
praised more, we should not so often have to complain 
that we cannot pray. Mr BR. says, ‘Praise clears the 
‘breast for prayer.’ . . . 

“ May the everlasting arms be underneath yon this 
night, my precious friend, and may the everlasting love 
of Jesus fill your whole sonl. © to be able to tear 
every other idol away from our hearts, and to receive 
Him as our aiZ in all, our satisfying portion! 

Monday, 18th.—I must finish this letter, but I 

* Dally Tuts, in Tract Societys Almanas, 


have not much heart for it; I feel completely burdenba 
with a load of ain, and I can't ses Jesus bearing them 
all away, I sometimes weary very much for that time 
when I shall be free from sin, and when God, our own 
tender, loving Father, will ‘ wipe away all tears from 
our eyea.’ 

« How differently God treats us from man! B. and 
I have a hard time of it often. But how grateful 
should we be that we are counted worthy to suffer 
shame for His name! I trust it is in His cause that 
we suffer. But I am afraid that 1 too often causa Hix 
name to be evil spoken of. What a dreadful thing to 
bring reproach upon the nane of Christ, to wound Him 
in the house of His friends! What a long-suffering God 
we have! I was rejoicing this morning that tho gospel 
of Christ humbles the sinner, and brings all the glory 
to Him. Iam glad it humbles us, for tho dust is the 
fittest place for us. ‘God be merciful to us, sinners /’ 
It is fine that we can say that. Should not you like to 
have Mary's place, sitting at the Master's fect? Oh! it 
is sweet, when the heart is wounded by the unkindness 
and harsh words of man, to think of the tender, holy 
Jove of Jesus to us, unholy sinners, When wo ask 
wisdom, He gives it us liberally, and ‘upbraideth not.’ 
© that, being forgiven mach, we loved much! Will 
you pray for wy beloved R. and me, that we may be 
enabled to ‘walk wisely towards them that are without ;* 
and that we may not dishonour Christ in any way, bet 
may ‘let our light shine before men, that they, sccing 
our good works, may glorify our Father who ia in 
heaven't We have many troubles, and our sina bring 
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us into many more (at least mine do) ; but He has maid 
that He will deliver us out of them all. How selfish of 
me, to be thinking so much of my own sorrows, in 
place of feeling for those who have not Jesus to comfort 
them at all times! But my selfishness is intense! .. . 
T don't quite like one part of your letter—where you 
say that every sin lessens our weight of glory; for then 
I don’t think I shall have any left when TI reach heaven ; 
for I never do anything but sin. There is no good 
thing in me at all. However, if I can get to heaven, I 
shall see Jesus, and be Like Him, and oh, I trust, be near 
‘Him ; and what can I need more t” 


~ December 23, 1843, 

“My veay paar Farenp,— . . I have entirely lost 
sight of Christ, and I am sorely tempted to give it all 
up tcgether. I am often, for hours, in agony at the 
throne of grace, and come away as miserable as I went. 
And I do not feel sorrowful, as I used to do, at the 
sight of my sins ; but I feel angry, angry with myself, 
even with God. I oan eee nothing but sin, and Jesus 
frowning upon me ; and then my beart is unwilling to 
be humble. I want to be humbled, but still my heart 
‘will riso against it, And then, when I pray so ear- 
nestly, and Christ seems never to mind me, am 
tempted to have unkind aud angry thoughts about 
Him. Whatam I to do? You will say, if I am not 
achild of God, go to Him as a sinner. Bat I cannot 
go; 1 do not know how. I do not know what be- 
lieving in Jesus means. I am quite dark ; and oht I 
am afraid, unwilling to learn. Our Communion is to 
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son, and I dare not go in my present atate ; and I 
am afraid to stay away. 1 am utterly cast donn. I 
cannot see, or feel, or believe anything. I wish rery 
much you would write me a letter, telling mo about 
Christ, and about the way of mlvation, for I am os 
ignorant as a heathen. I know nothing. Ob, doar 
friend, tell me about your precious Lord, and how f 
may come to Him; and I will pray that He, who knows 
my case, may give you ® word in season to my weary, 
guilty, sad soul. I sometimes think I shall be in hell 
after all, and see you and J. W. in hoaven beside Josus. 
But no, I could not stand that. 4 must be there too. 
But oh! I am so full of sin; you don't know my ‘ 
heart at all. When you piay for me, will you praiso 
Him too on my behalf? for surely, though my unbeliof 
prevents me seeing it, I have much fur which to praise. 
Why has He ever looked upon mo at all? I havo no 
claim upon Him. I never sought Him. Yos; I can 
still praise, Even as I write, my heart seoms to soften 
a little, ‘Tell me how I can get to Him. I long to 
have her place who sat at His feet, bathing His fect 
with her tears ; but I do not know how to go, and I am 
afraid, Iam so vile, ... Ara you to have any addi- 
tional prayer-meetings at this season? I am glad our 
weekly meeting is on Christmasday, for I find that 
the worldly doings going on at this time have a very 
hurtful effect upon my souL 1 sometimes find that half 
an hour's worldliness drives every spiritual feeling,from 
may heart. We havea prayer-meeting in the Free Church 
here every Wednesday evening. I hope you will some- 
times remember us on these evenings at the footstool ” 
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" Saeh are some specimens of her first two years’ cor- 
respondence after her conversion. We find in it strik- 
ing progress, It shews us the resolute “pressing 
forward.” Her hope has anchored upon the Kingdom 
to come, and her eye is on Jesus. n spite of the flesh, 
the evil one, the heart of unbelief, the taunting world, 
ehe struggles forward. In much loneliness, and weari- 
nes, and grief, yot with strange joy, and quiet rest, and 
heavenly fellowship betweeu, she walks with God, 
‘Tho way is not amooth ; nor is the sunshine always on 
it. But she faints not, nor tarriea. Nothing can daunt 
her, or turn her back. She haa counted the cost, and 
the is willing to pay it when demanded. 


CHAPTER VIL 


Gnnflicts. 


‘M— knew that, in leaving the world, she was not at 
ouee passing into THE BEST. She hod found rest in so 
far as the knowledge of God's favour gives rest to the 
weary even here, Sho rested on the Resting:place 
She had “ peace with God.” 

But still there was trouble. “Innumerable evils 
compassed her about,” and she could say at times, “I 
am 60 troubled that I cannot speak,” It was not the 
trouble arising from uncertainty as to the way she was 
purming, or as to the character of that Saviour on 
whose cross ber eye was resting. But it was trouble 
arising from the “flesh,” the “old nature” within, 
and from adversaries on every side. Thus, though 
there was peace with God, there was, in other respeota, 
unoeasing warfare. For the Church is not an army on 
parade, but on the battlefield. She knew this, and 
eet her face to it. At times the battle was, sore, seem- 
ing, not seldom, to go against her for a time, as if the 
enemy prevailed. Yet she did not yield, though sho 
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was ready to faint. She put on the whole armour of 
God, that she might war a good warfare. She faced 
each enemy as he came up, though with fear and 
trembling. Whatever it might cost her, she would not 
retreat, nor throw away either sword or shield. There 
were fightings without, and fears within ; but she kept 
the field, and ceased not till she overcame. 

Her conflicts with herself may be seen in such 
passages as these :— 

% December 27, 1842. 

“T always meet yon at ten and five; but it is often 
® hard battle, Sometimes I do nothing but weep the 
whole time. How is it with you? Is Jesua still near, 
still precious? Ah! He is near, evan when you don’t 
feel Him! I would give worlds to jel Him near. I 
pant for Him st all times, Does not your heart feel 
desblate when He hides His face?” 

After this, she wrote thus to me:—“T have such 
conflict in prayer, that I often go with dread. Some- 
times I do nothing but weep ; and they are not sweet, 
teara, such as it is sometimes a relief to shed; but 
they are iter. I wonder what is the matter. I never 
in my life experienced so much agony as 1 have for 
the last week. . . . My love is fallen very oold ; but 
there is nothing that gives me any joy but Christ, 
and He will teach me to love. I would not go back 
to the world and Satan again—no. Even suffering 
with God is more glorious than an eternity of the 
world’s joys. ‘Whom have I in heaven but thee?’ Oh, 
is it not ecatasy to tell God that }—that you don't want 
anything but Himself—that He is your portion 1” 
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To her friend she wrote :—“ I have great conflicts in 
prayer just now, I think Satan tempts me much. 
Every dav he tempts me to think there is no God at 
all. But still, Iam never so happy og at prayer. I 
foel so sorrowful,—such a void in my heart, that it is 
ecstasy to go and throw myself at the feet of Jesus and 
weep there, It is sweeter to weep at the foet of Jesus 
than to rejoice in all the pleasures of the world.” 
And elsewhere to the same friend :—“I have not bad 
a happy time except o short while on Tuesday, in the 
evening. I am sorely tempted by Satan in many ways, 
especially by infidel thoughts, I feel as if Jesus had 
left me, and Satan got entire hold of me, I cannot 
describe to you the painful longings I have at times to 
feel Jesus near mo, and to know that He is love. I 
think I would be contented if I could got but one foel- 
ing that He is love, into my heart. It is great agony 
to feel as if He were frowning on mo, I think it isa 
little hell within me, © to see Him face to fuco, and 
never more cause Him, by my sins, to hide His blessed 
countenance from me |” 

Ina letter to myself she eays :—“ I cannot by any 
means get near God, and you know no one can live far 
from Jesus who bas ever felt the bleasedness of being 
near Him. I only know what it isto miss Him, not 
to feel Him near. I cannot realise His presence, and 
yet I do so long for it. When I am praying I feel 
as if 1 were repeating strange things; as if my own 
words seamed strange to me. I wonder if any one 
ever felt, as I do, and what they did. Often, in speak- 
ing to people, I do not believe what I am saying. Ie 
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it not a wonder that God is not tired of me? In spite 
of all that Satan mys, He must be a long-suffering 
God, for He still bears with ma Why cannot I 
beliove that He is love, and lean on Him and be at 
reat? One reazon I want to be at peace with God, 
‘nd to be delivered from Satan's delusions, is that 
T may feel for others, and be able to pray for them, 
and to speak to them, really believing thet they 
are in danger. I cannot glorify God in this state, 
aud what is the use of living if I do not live to 
Him!” 

Again, in her diary, she writes :—* Wednesday, 6th.— 
Have passed a very miserable day ; I cannot get near 
Christ, and I cannot pray, and I cannot speak for 
Him, or realiso spiritual things at all. Have been 
meeting my beloved friend at the throne of grace (five 
o'clock), and am greatly relieved in my soul. At 
first I was almost in despair; I could not pray; I 
could hardly even get the luxury of tears. I have 
wept so much lately, my tears seem dried up; but 
at last I was enabled to rest my weary soul on the 
faithful word of » faithful God ; and I have found that 
a sure foundation, I have not found joy yet ; but I 
have found peace, the peace that Jesus alone can give ; 
His own peace; precious peace ; sweet peace ; it indeed. 
*passeth all understanding’ Had much delight and 
tome earnestness in pleading for my dear R, that 
Jequs would bless her, and make her blessing where 
she now is,” 

“ Thursday, October 19, 1843.—Had a painful sea- 
fon this morning ; had » sight of my sinfulness and 
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misery in going away from Christ, and longed to be 
received back again.” 

“ Saturday, Zlat—I felt this morning more than 
ever that religion must be all or nothing. I had o 
time of agony to-day. My corruptions seemed to rise 
up as if they would overwhelm me, I wrestled for an 
hour, with strong crying and teara; but I could not 
find relief. I longed for » broken heart ; but every 
moment it got harder and harder. I had such angry, 
hard thoughts of God, and I could not feel humbled. 
‘This passage melted me a little, ‘ Will He plead against 
me with His great power? no, but He would put 
strength in me.’ This promise was fulfilled to me; 
for though I could not my I havo found Him whom 
my soul loveth, yet He gave me strength to continue 
to plead with Him. 1 fuund a sweet peace, a resting 
of this weary soul of mine upon Jesus, my God, in 
Pleading for my beloved family, and in committing all 
our concerns to Him ; and I feel peaceful and happy 
in the thought that He would direct everything for the 
good of our precious souls.” 

# Tuesday, Noveuber 6,—Let me record the loving. 
kindness of the Lord. I had a sore battle this morn- 
ing with unbelicf and Satan’s fiery darts; but Jesus 
at last appeared fur my help, and my soul returned 
to its quiet rest. Blessed be His name forever. T can 
say, I sought the Lord, and He heard me, and delivered 
me from all my fears.” 

“ Friday, 22d.—Had « sore time this morning, 
batéling with ein. I cannot get rid of it, and I can- 
not seo Jesus bearing it, I am dark and sorrowful. 
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I am bowed down greatly. I go mourning all the 
day.” 

“ Tuesday, December 26.—It is very strange,—for 
some time, sino I have been trying to give myself up 
more unreservedly to God and to His service, I have 
‘been so unhappy! I feel as if Christ were angry with. 
me, and I cannot get rid of this feeling, Perhaps 
it is the enemy making « more vigorous effort to 
keep me back from Christ, when he gees me trying 
more earnestly to be entirely His, My consolation is, 
‘Greater is He that is in you than he that is in the 
world? ” 

« April 1, 1844,—Felt great desires for spiritual 
blessings, but very unbelieving. Lord, increase my 
faith! I have been in deep, deep waters for long now ; 
I cannot tell what I feel. God knows it all, and He 
alons can help me. © that I could trust Him! I 
feel such a hard heart. It will not melt. Have been 
looking at Mr M‘Cheyne’s life. It seems very lovely. 
O to be like him !—no, rather, to be like Christ !” 

« November 13.—Am not nearly so happy as I waa, 
for I have not such a clear sight of the finished work of 
Christ a8 I had. But I humbly trust God is carrying 
on the work in my soul; and He has promised to 
carry it on to thaend. 0 that that time were come! 
I am weary of this body of sin; but I thank my gra- 
cious God that I am fighting, and that I do not fight 
in my own strength. I think He is teaching me that 
when I am weak, then I am strong. Glory will make 
up for all we suffer here,” 
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Her affection for relatives and friends was of the 
intensest kind. She might ssy— 


“To be beloved fs all I need, 
And whom I love, T love indeed.” 


From this loving sensitiveness many of her conflicts 
arose, “I have often prayed to God that He would 
make me love you less,” were her words to a dear friend 
in Christ, Coldness or neglect pained her sorely, To 
this she was much exposed, from her peculiar position 
among friends, and her steadfast consistency of charao- 
ter. They who had loved ber, sometimes looked coldly 
on her, because of her faithfulness, her decision, and 
her preference of the closet’s solitude to all earthly 
coppeiene. She felt this most keenly, and was 

ly comforted by remembering for whose eake it was 
that she was thus disesteemed. A conflict of this kind 
the following passage brings out :—“ I sometimes think 
Tam getting silly, when so many trifles give me pain ; 
but, ob! it is no trifle that has made me wretched all 
this day. 1 think there is a struggle going on in my 
heart betwixt Christ and~—-. I cannot tell you the 
agony I have at times when I think she does not love 
me. Oh! what shall Ido? Must we love Jesus better 
than our own? Of coursa we must. I know it; but 
still it is hard to bear.” 

Again she writes :—-“ My beloved ——, I have been 
muoh harassed of late. We have suffered a small 
mhartyrdom, I think, You who have such precious 
privileges, and so many to join with you, cannot con- 
eeive the inexpressible delight I feel at the idea of 
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being free to read, pray, speak, and think about Jesus. 
And to hear Him preached, to speak for hours with 
you, my beloved one, oh! it is too much happiness! 
And then to pray with you for others!” 

Another sore conflict which she had to endure was 
respecting @ peculiar kind of preaching, which had 
greatly perplexed and darkened her. She thus wrote 
to me, in January 1842 :—“I have been wishing to 
write to you for some time, but was prevented by your 
eaying in your last letter that I should go more to 
God with my difficulties. I must, however, write to 
you, for, even if you don’t answer me, it is a great 
relief to write, as I am in very great distress, I shall 
tell you the reason. I bad a conversation with Mr 
——~. I forget what he said at that time, but to-night 
I went to meeting of his, where he spoke a great deal 
of peuple getting @ false, delusive peace... . What 
alarmed me most of all, was bis saying that s man 
‘that does not see himself to be deserving of hell, haa 
no right to think himself saved. He repeated that 
three or four times, insisting upon it. Now I felt that 
if that is the case, then I am lost, for I cannot seo 
that. I know it, for God anys it ; but I cannot jeel it, 
T cannot eee it. Have I, then, no right to think my- 
eelf saved? . . . I have been, and still am, in great 
distress, My mind is in complete chaos. I try to 
tell all my difficulties to God, but I get no comfort ; 
for T am frightened now, that I am not humbled 
enough ; for Mr —— seems to think it pride to may 
you have peace, without being compictely humbled. 
He has driven me from my compassionate, blessed 
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Saviour. Last night I waa in ech agony at the 
thought that I had not come to Christ! I long to 
go to Him. My whole heart burns for Him. What 
shall I do? Oh! what shall Ido? Will you write to 
me, and tell me, not how I am to believe, but what I 
am. to believe? The Bible sys, ‘ Believe on the Lord 
Jeaus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.’ Now, what is 
believing on Jesus Christ? Oh! tell me, tell me! 
put me out of this misery, for I can hardly bear it. 
‘What can Mr —— mean when he says it is not enough 
to believe that Christ died for our sins? He appears 
to be deeply humbled on account of sin himself ; but 
ig it not the sight that he has had of Jesus that has 
humbled him? Must we be thus humbled defore com- 
ing to Christ? I should be inclined to come to Jesus 
and tell Him that J am not humble at all, but that I 
bring my heart to Him that He may humble it; and 
casting myself thus upon His merey,am I not saved? ® 
Mr says the way of salvation is this ;—to go to 
God, feeling that you are @ lost sinner, and pleading Bis 
promise in Isaiah xiii, 25, 26; and that God will 
justify you. Now, if I do not feel that I am lost, and 
that I deserve hell, what am I todo? Wait till I do? 
I think that would be making a Saviour of our hu- 
mility. He seems to be afraid that people don't feel 
gin enough, and that they are not humble enough. 
But I think he might leave that more to God. It ia 
seeing that we have nothing to do but to accept salva- 
* Bo also thonght John Owon, who, in his treaties on Communion with 
God, thus wrote :—"‘A true ming knowledge of sin ia to be had only in the 


‘Lord Chnet ; in him may we seo the desert of our iniquities and thelr pol- 
Intion : neither is there any wholesome view of these but in Christ” 





168 CONFLICTS, 


tion, that really humbles. I liked the other way of 
preaching the truth much better, because 1¢ ahoays 
drove me from myself to Christ, I could then cling to 
the cross. Everything in me drove me to Christ, But 
now I am afraid. When he spoke of that man not 
having saving faith unless he saw himself deserving of 
hell, I was afraid to cling to the cross, for, oh! I have 
a proud heart!, .. Surely that preaching must be 
‘bad which drives from the Saviour. My whole heart 
melis when I think of Him; and, oh! am I not 
His?” 

Shortly after, she thus wrote to me :—“I was very 
glad to get your last, for I greatly needed it. I wish 
T oould tell you that I have again found peaco; but I 
think it has been too severely shaken to be easily 
restored. Yet at times Iam happy ; but it is only for 
a@moment. There is such a weight of sadness op me 
that I cannot shake off, 1am trying to be patient, but, 
oh! I fear much more will be needed before I learn 
submission. Mr—— has done me one good thing at 
least ; he bas made me search my heart ; and ob, the 
sin, the fearful sin that is there! I never saw myself 
#0 sinful, so utterly without any good thing, aa I do 
now. Did you ever feel what it was to be sick at the 
sight of yourself? No. You are not like me. We 
are all sinners, I know ; but there never was one like 
me. Oh, is it not blessed, most blessed, that God not 
only gives us forgivences, but makes us holy? That 
is my longing desire—to be holy ; but I fear it shows 
much unbelisf to be weighed down by a sense of sin, 
because we know that Christ's blood cleanses from aif 
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sin. Should not our sins make us cleave the closer to 
the cross, where they are all washed away?” 

‘There is such a thing as “making ead the hearts of 
those whom God has not made sad ;” and auch seems 
to have been the oase, so touchingly narrated in the 
above letter. God overruled it for blessing, but that 
did not make the evil the leas, nor alter the reaponsi- 
bility of those who were tho instrumenta To preach 
tho law, man’s pollution, the heart's deoeitfalness, the 
difficulty of being Christians, and the liability to self- 
deceit,—is this all that is meant by searching and 
faithful preaching? Alas! and is the cross of Christ 
not the grand touchstone for deceived souls? Law 
will not do, terror will not do, man's tests will not do, 
Tt is the uplifted cross that sifts, and testa, and unde- 
ceives. It is the preaching of Christ that shews men 
whether they have received Christ, Man's wisdom 
suggests the experiment of hiding the cross and exhi- 
biting only the law, in order to arovee and alarm ; but 
the result, in such a case, is only to harden and anneal ; 
or if any conscience be disquieted, it is not that of the 
sinner or the elumberer, but only of the sensitive and 
tender-spirited believer. Those who try to humble 
their hearers by some legal method of their own, are 
fostering the very sleep and self-deception which they 
mourn over, and furnishing food for that self-righteous- 
new which nothing oan extirpate but the cross.* 

* Old MrPowsl, in the seventeenth century, sovms to beve been troubled 
‘with this kind of preaching. He writes thus :—"' Satan would beep souls 
from believing by perewading them that they ars not yet qualified and sufi- 


ciently Atted for Christ, and that they have not seen themselves absolutely 
lost, nor wo much burthened with ain ex they should. And i is to be 
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‘M-— on one occasion thus described the difference 
between the tworkinds of preaching :— When I hear 
-——, I am ashamed to believe ; when I hear —-, I 
am ashamed not to believe.” Again; “When I hear 
——, I am afraid to come to Christ; when I hear 
——,I am afmid to stay away from Him” And 
again : “——— makes me ashamed of my faith ; —- 
makea me ashamed of my unbelief.” Again : “I think 
that every one who really believes, finds it difficult 
enough without his making it more so.” And again; 
“Mr —~ hardly preaches about Christ's love at all ; 
and J am sure that nothing else ever will draw a sin- 
ner; does he not say, I, if I be lifted up, will draw all 
men unto me?" Once more: “Mr —— spoke of 
Christ being so precious when we were humbled for 
sin ; but I could not help feeling Him precious, though , 
J am not half humbled enough.” 

She was also a good deal troubled in spirit by tho 
Aoctrinal controversies as to the atonement and eleo- 
tion, and the Spirit’s work. “I am troubled about 
doctrinal points,” she writes, “J am 20 afraid of getting 
tnto error.” Into error she was never allowed to be led 
one hair's breadth. She held fast the Father's electing 
love, the Son’s redeeming work for the Church, and 
the Spirit's work in all its fulnam. God, not man, 
had taught her these ; and in her own experience she 


Feared, that Solan mabes us of many of God's mintsters, ax the old prophet 
moxtioned (1 Kings xiii. 11, &c ), to hep of, and drive assay souls from Christ, 
under the notion of preachaag peremptory doctrine for Ohrist, ond 30 necking to 
Mteasnfor Hem, c1 sme ace preached snany months torether thie doctrine, bere 
they sould preach Chris at a; whereas their commission, and the example 
of Christ and le disciples, was, to prosch glad tidings fret.” 
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found how true they were! God kept “her in all her 
perplexities on the right hand and on the left ; and in 
her we seo the exemplification of a statement which 
old Fraser of Brea makes in reference to the errors of 
his day, and thoes by whom they were adopted “TI 
never,” says he, “knew any extraordinary tender walker 
(with God) that stumbled into these.” * 

Throughout all her letters, the intimations of con- 
flict may be traced—conflict alike with error and with 
sin. For she saw in both of these her enemies—ene- 
mies of kindred character ; and both she dreaded, the 
former no less than the latter. The spirit of the age 
makes light of error, as if it were not sin. Even some 
who call themselves Christians, have lost their dread of 
eror, and hurry on from opinion to opinion, exulting 
in their freedom from old fetters and trammels, reckon- 
ing themselves peculiarly honest and unprejudiced. 
Alas for truth in such a case! How-can it be reached? 
Alas for the love of truth} How can it exist where 
there is no fear of error? The love of opinion grows 
rank, but the love of éruth has fallen into the sere and 
yellow leaf. The love of opinion is but self-will, pride, 
and lawlessness ; its fruit must be error, for ‘ with the 
lowly ia wisdom.” The love of truth is the offspring 
of a will co-ordinate with the will of God. Tho former 


© The whole of thin passage is worth quoting —"I saw that those whom 
‘they mada their prey were ordinarily old, jadod professors, that novor 
found the uatisfying swesinene of their own religion, and in timo woarying 
of i, and not able to resist tho atrong temptation of spiritual enemiog, and 
‘wanting rest in Christ because nover truly united to Him, have withored, 
ead, lika tho unclean spirit, sooking rost and finding noos, have hore at 
eat stumbled.” 
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knows nothing of the inward conflict ; the Intter knows 
it too well, To side with God for righteousness and 
for truth, necessarily, in such a world as this, involves 
warfare. Mor is it the warfare of a day, but of « life- 
time. He who has found it otherwise, and has had 
no occasion for “the whole armour of God,” would do 
well to conclude that Satan still counts him as one of 
his own. 


CHAPTER VIIL 


Lobunrs* unk Langings. 


Iw her diary we find this entry: “I am distressed that 
1 have nothing to do for Christ. I seem the only use- 
Tess Christian in the world.” 

Yet all the while she ceased not to pray for souls, 
and, according to her opportunities, to labour for them. 
All her letters {very unconsciously on her part) bear 
testimony to her geal and fervour. She could not be 
idle. When she could not speak, she could write. 
‘When she could not write, she could give or send a 
tract. When she could not do even this, she could 
pray. In one of her letters she thus speaks :— 

“Tam unhappy when I think that I am of no use 
in this world, and that all God’s children are work- 
ing for Him except me. I often think] am the bar- 
ren fig-tree; and that Jesus will say, ‘Cut it down; 
why cumbereth it the ground?’ I do not know yet 
in what way I can work for Christ; but I have laid 
my prayers at the foot of His cross; and I know 
that God will answer them in His own time and way; 
not for my sake, or on account of my prayers, or my 
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knows nothing of the inward conflict ; the latter knows 
it too well, To side with God for righteousness and 
for truth, necesmarily, in such a world as this, involves 
warfare, Nor is it the warfare of a day, but of a life- 
time He who has found it otherwise, and has had 
no occasion for “the whole armonr of God,” would do 
well to conclude that Satan still counts him as one of 
his own. 


OHAPTER VIII 


Lobonrs* ant Longings. 


In her diary we find this entry: “I am distressed that 
T have nothing to do for Christ. I seem the only use- 
Jess Christian in the world.” 

Yet all the while she ceased not to pray for souls, 
and, according to her opportunities, to labour for them. 
All her letters (very unconsciously on her part) bear 
testimony to her zeal and fervour. She could not be 
idle. When ehe could not speak, she could write. 
‘When she could not write, sho could give or send a 
tract. When she could not do even this, she could 
pray. In one of her lettera she thus speaks :— 

* T am unhappy when I think that I am of no use 
in this world, and that all God’s children are work- 
ing for Him except me, I often think T am the bar- 
ren fig-tree; and that Jesus will say, ‘Cut it down; 
‘why cumbereth it the ground!’ I do not know yet 
in what way I oan work for Christ; but I have laid 
my prayers at the foot of His cross; and I know 
that God will answer them in His own time and way; 
not for my sake, or on account of my prayers, or my 
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earnestness ; but for the sake of Him who died on that 
cross for such: vile sinners ; and I know that God, who 
spared not His own Son, but delivered Him up for us 
all, will with Him freely give us all things. Perhaps 
Be may give me an opportunity of writing to some 
beloved one about their precious eoul, and about that 
Saviour who is so willing that all should come to Him 
that they may have life ; or, perhaps He may enable 
me to speak for Him to poor, perishing sinners here. 
T feel so happy at the thought of living for Jesus. I 
do not know what has given me such an ardent desire 
to be enabled to do something for Him. I wish I were 
a man, and then I would be # missionary !” 

Tn every direction she looked round for labour. 
She could not rest if sle were not doing something for 
Him who had bought her with His blood. Wherever 
she went, though but for a brief sojourn, she could not 
be idle. When she visited Kelso, she sought a district 
to labour in, or some souls to watch over and pray for. 
Almost all her letters give proof of this, One will 
suffice at present :— 


“ Kelso, May 22, 1844. 
“ My parting R——,—Mr Bonar has given me 
district, and I go nearly every day to speak to the 
people, and to read to them, and give them tracts ; 
and I cannot tell you what delight I have had in it ; 
God enables me to speak to them so often, and to pray 
with them. Will you prey much for me that I may 
win at least one soul? But I want to get many more 
than that, I shall tell you more particalarly about 
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ome of them, that you may pray epecially for them. 
Chere is one old woman, very self-righteous, about 
thom I am very anxious ; for I think God ia opening 
ter eyes to eee that she has been all wrong hitherto. 
‘ bave sometimes such nearness to Josus, and such 
sweetness when I am praying with her, that I am sure 
Je is there, and that Ho is dealing with her soul, I 
eel it sometimes very solemn to speak to her, sho is 80 
ittentive, and so desirous to hear ; and the light seams 
break in upon her every now and then; but she is 
till dark ; she is not yet willing to come as an empty 
inner, and God alone can make her willing. Ob! ask 
hat He would! 

“She said yesterday, that ehe never had felt before 
8 she does now, that she sees she is not right, and that 
he can get no rest. Oh, I am glad she can get no rest 
ill she finds it where alone it is to be found, in Jesus, 
he sinner’s Friend. 

“There is a sick girl, too, to whom I often speak, 
vat I have not much pleasure in it, for she is not 
anxious; but God can and will bless His own Word. | 
ray for her also, Sho has a sister, a Christian, which 
aust be a great blessing to her. There is an old 
voman, also, about whom I am anxious, for I don’t 
hink ehe knows Jesus; but there is another, and oh! 
vhat # darling she is! a real child of God! If you 
nly saw her face when she speaks of Jesus,—it beams ! 
:eaid to her, ‘Do you love Jesus?’ She said, ‘1 canna 
ove Him weel enough ;’ and when I spoke to her 
‘bout the hymn I sent you, and said, ‘I shall read you 
, hymn about the Pearl of greatest price,’ she replied, 
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‘Ay, He is that!’ Sho seems to dwell much upon 
this, that it is God who must first love us; else wo 
would never love Him, She always says, ‘My love ia 
so cold, Ha must draw me with the cords of love.’ In 
speaking of the safferings of Jesus, sho said, ‘Inn't it 
waesome?" How 1 did long for you to come into the 
room beside us! I wish you were here with me; 
how exquisite it would be to go to the district together ? 
1am going very soon again to see her. You must 
remember her, too,—this aged sister in the Lord. She 
can scarcely epeak, she is eo old and frail ; but it is all 
the sweeter to hear her speak of Jesus with such 
atammering lips, 

“ It is a very solemn time this. There ia something 
eo strange and go new in it all, that I can hardly stand 
it often ; and then Satan isso busy with me ; but Jesus 
is stronger than all. It is curious how simple the way 
of salvation seems to me when I am speaking to others ; 
it seams so free ; there is really nothing between us and 
Jesus but our own unbelief; we won't trust Him. 
Oh! we are great wretches | 

“ How grieved I shall be to Jeave all these souls! I 
think my heart will break. But there are souls in 
P—— as precious as those here. . 

“We had a lovely sermon on Sabbath, from Mr 
Lang, on this verse—'I am the way, and the truth, 
and the life.’ It was all Jers, and very precious it 
was to my soul. Jesus is the way,—not our faith, or 
our feelings, or our anxisty, or our deep work, or any- 
thing in us or about ua, but simply Jesus; He is the 
way to the Father, and He alone. Oh, it isa blessed 
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way! You and I don't want any other way, do we, 
B13" 


In her own neighbourhood she visited most faith- 
fully ; not needing the invitation or urgency of others, 
but herself eagerly planning and carrying out labours 
of love. In the Sabbath-school, in the cottage, on the 
highway, or wherever she could find or make an oppor- 
tunity, ehe laboured joyfully and untiringly. 

In the month of August 1842, she and her gister 
devised another work, which she thus refers to in one 
of her letteru :—“ We wish to begin a little school for 
poor children ; what wo nood is a little money to hire 
room, and purchase a few books for them. We want 
to take about a dozen, and teach them to read, and 
tell them about Jesus.” 

‘The plan here devised was vigorously carried out, in 
spite of many hindrances and disappointmenta. In 
October 1842, she wrote thus to mo:—* I must tell 
you bow we have come on with our school. Yesterday 
was the first day. BR. had all the big girls, and I 
the little ones, We gat on creditably ;—how I wish 
you had been with ust It waaeosweet when we all 
eang together ‘The Lord's my Shepherd,’ and then 
knelt down to pray that the Good Shepherd would 
teach us to feed His lambs. We must not rest til) 
each child can eay ‘The Lord's my Shepherd.’ I am 
rather ashamed of some in my class, for each day two 
or three of them have begun to ery to get home; and 
T have to send them away in a great hurry, lest the 
others should follow their example, I am going up to 

x 
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Edinburgh next week to get a fow lessons at the Infant 
School. 1 find it a very diffionlt task to make them 
listen. I am rather dissppointed, for I thought it would 
‘be 80 sweet to tell them about Jesus; but they don’t 
‘understand, poor things ! Some of them are very igner- 
ant. They seem scarcely to have heard of God at all.” 

‘Many (it has been said) “ only work enough to prove 
that they are unwilling to work.” It was not eo with 
M—. Her whole soul was in her work. She neither 
lingered nor trifled. Not much, indeed, lay in her 
power, She had no one to direct her operations, or to 
encourage her under disappointments. She had no one 
to lean upon, or to aid her. Yet she pursued her 
solitary path of doing what she could for souls that 
she saw to be so precions, and for a Master whom she 
loved so well. 

“T have got fifteen poor families,” she writes, “ that 
I give tracts to, and R. has got twelve. You must not 
forget to pray for them. They are all careless, I fear ; 
‘bat wo must go on speaking to them, and praying for 
them, and we have God’s promise that His word shall 
not return void. That promise is a precious one ; and 
don’t you think that we should always expect that His 
word, spoken in faith, will be blest?” 

She could not rest satisfied with want of success 
Ber heart was set on serving Christ and saving souls, 
When one plan seemed to fail, che tried another ; when 
one door was shut, she sought entrance at another. 
Nor could failure and disappointment dishearten her, 
howaver sorely they troubled her. Finding, for instance, 
that the children whom she bad undertaken to teach, 
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remained unimpressed, and were sometimes very un- 
ruly, she speaks thus with mingled faith and endness: 
“Tt is a hard trial to our patience; but we must 
penevere, trusting that God will bless our otherwise 
vain labours, He has more to bear with from us than 
we shall ever have from these poor things.” And then 
she adds; “R. and I have adopted a plan, to soe if wo 
can do them some good. We keep in one girl by her- 
self after the rest ara away, and spesk with her for a 
little. Perhaps it may make an impression on them, 
‘We kept one of the worst to-day.” 

In thus labouring for Christ among the young, she 
thus expresses her sense of responsibility in the work ; 
-— I have been rather frightened lately, when I think 
how responsible we shall be for them, It ia a solemn 
thought that such ignorant and sinful creatures as wo 
are, should take upon us the care of so many precious 
eouls ; but I think we must trust the more entirely and 
unreservedly to Him who haa said, ‘ Cast ali your care 
upon Him, for He careth for you.’ You must ask 
Him to perfect His strength in our weakness, that wo 
may be increasingly fearful of ourselves, and confiding 
in His strength. I never felt eo weak or so sinful as 
I do now, when I have more to do than I have ever 
had. I often get discouraged, till I remember that I 
am but a tool in His hands, that His is all the power, 
snd, ch! that His is all the euony. I like to think of 
that, and to know thst Jesus will be glorified, though I 
‘be humbled in the very dust. One thing encourages 
me, and that is, that I have alweys had so much sweet- 
neag in praying for our success ; but still 1 get terribly 
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distremed when I think that perbaps, through my sip, 
any of them may be lost, How awest it would be if 
wo wore to mest them all in heaven! Our districts 
get on pretty well; all the people listen to our poor 
words. One woman was aficoted even to tears. I like 
her very much, She is one of my people, and her little 
girl is to be one of my scholars. There is another of 
mine whom I should like you very much to speak to if 
you were here, She is an old woman, which should 
make us more anxious about her. © that I wore tak- 
ing you to see all our poor people! That would be a 
happy day. i often think of you at prayer-time. O 
that there were an altar erected to God in zis house! 
The young man I wrote to you about is dead. How 
glad I am that Mr Burns went to see him! They say 
he prayed just before be died, and then fell asleep, and 
died quite calmly. Oh, if he fell asleep in Jesus! There 
is something unspeakably sweet in the thought of fall- 
ing asleep in Jesus—in the Shepherd’s arms.” 

Most diligently did che prepare byorekand for her 
work, Unlike too many Sabbath-school teachers, who 
wem to think that they can just go at once to their 
class and talk to tha children, without the trouble of 
previous preparation, she sought most conscientiously, 
both by prayer and study, to fit herself for teaching 
her little ones. She felt that sho must be filled horself, 
ere she could pour out even so much as 2 drop upon 
others. She went first to God to be taught, ere ehe ven- 
tured to teach others the things respecting Him and 
His Son. She grudged no pains in qualifying hereelf, 
She prayed, she read, she wrote, she made inquiries, he 
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went to other schools and teachers ;—alll for the purpose 
of fitting herself for instructing her little ones, 

‘We may insert here one or two specimens of her 
preparations, Here is one of her simple addresses :— 

“My dear children, there is a beautiful verse in 
God's Holy Word I should like to speak to you about, 
for a little. You will find it in John’s Gospel, in the 
eighth chapter, and at the thirty-seventh verse :-—~* Him 
that cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast out.’ It 
is Jesus, God's dear Son, and the Saviour of poor sin- 
ners, who speaks, and He is telling you, and every one, 
that if any sinner on earth, even » very little child, 
comes to Him to be saved, He will in no wise (that ix, 
‘not on any account) cast them out. I want to shew 
you, dear children, from the many sweet stories in the 
Bible, that Jeeua ia true to His word, and that He 
never haa, and never will, cast out any who come to 
‘Him ; and oh! es you read sbout those, some of them. 
children like yourselves, who have sought and found 
Jesus, prey to that kind Saviour that He would make 
you aleo willing to come to Him, and if you go, you are 
assured He will not cast you out.” 

Here egain is a hymn which she wrote for them in 
the end of 1844 -—t 


* How aad it is—ay, worse than aad—that so many of our Babbeth- 
school teachers lose sight of these things! Is not the teaching of an 
‘unprepared teacher positively tajurious, even though somd and goodt It 
ia heartlom in itaclf and deadening to the children. It is anly by mysh 
Preparation, apecialty in the way of prayer, that we shull reach the oe- 
tclence, It ls not difficult to touch the feelings or the funcy; but the eou- 
scence is not no easily plarced. “This kind gooth not oat but by prayer 
sand fasting.” 

+ Sho wrote wovera] other Little piooes, somo of which were published in 
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‘NEW YEARS ETEK. 


“Weth repld pace another pour 
‘Has guns fto the past: 

‘Beernity will soon be bere; 
‘Tens wil not abways lst. 


Our ifs is He tale that's told; 
‘Tha youngest soon must die, 


‘Death will at last destroy, 


‘Tot Jesus all our portion be 
Henovee will removo; 

one saints the soul but Ha ; 
‘How procious is Hie lovet 


‘Oh, do natatay away t 


ee bids you came, for, heer His wales, 
“hy ooo, giveme thins beart;” 

Oh, may you make the happiest chotoe, 
‘And choose the better part | 


‘This year will be « happy one, 
He Jowna is yous friend ; 

And when your years on earth are dono, 
‘Your jaya will have no end. 


‘Tham Jemun faon to hve you'll view, 
‘And join the asinta shove, 

‘Who sing the song that's always new— 
‘Praise to redeeming love, 


"In reference to her labours of love, it may be as well 


a eensll Smo, entitied, Christ and the Christen, Wo may mention here 
‘leo, that she wrote a little meencir of « child whom she used to visit in 
Keloa, Tb wes called Lite Mary, Se Heppy Chitd. Thin was in 1846, 
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to introduce here some extracts from s special journal 
which che kept — : 

November 12, 1845.—Journal of my district. 

“TI have determined, by the grace of God helping 
me, to keep a regular journal of the precious souls in 
my district, that I may notice how the work of the 
Lord is prospering in it; and O that, each time I go 
near them, I may go, feeling my own utter weakness, 
and be strong only in the Lord, and with a vivid senso 
of the awful state of those who are without Christ! 
also believing the love of Jesus to their souls, and His 
great desire to mve them, and His ability and willingness 
todo them good, even through me, who am so unworthy. 

* Had great desires in prayer this morning that I 
might have an open door to many ; and the Lord gra- 
ciously answered my prayers, for I was enabled to 
gpeak a word from God to several. O for the Spirit 
to bless His own truth! 

Spoke in partioular to one woman, Mra C——, 
with great earnestness. Spoke about the conflict. She 
seemed to feel she had not known anything of this, 
so that I was enabled to press upon her this mark of a 
Christian, the two natures warring together. She has 
boen under a gospel ministry, and knows s good deal 
(head knowledge !), but said she knew that there must 
be more than that. Spoke to her next about the love 
of Jesus, and the joy she would give to all heaven if 
she turned to Him, She seemed quite melted, and 
wept @ good deal, 0 for the Spirit to shew hor Jesus ! 
I yearned over that soul, and must never lose sight of 
her now, nor rest till she has come to Christ.” 
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“ November 27.—Mr George Hay came down to have 
meeting here. Hoe visited several of our people, and 
then collected them in Mra C.’s room, and addresed 
them. Only a few came,. however, but their souls are 
precious, and if even one be brought to Jesus by means 
of this dear servant of His, our meeting will not have 
been in vain. He spoke sbout the throne of grace 
and the throne of judgment, Heb. iv. 16, and Rev. xx. 
11. He said it was at the throne of grace that we got 
the passport to pass from the throne of judgment to the 
throne of glory. The people were very attentive. O 
that the great day may shew much from this day's 
labours, and that even here wa may see many turning 
to Jesus in this barren place !” 

“ Dec. 9.—Gave thirty tracta to-day. 0 for a bless- 
ing on them! Felt very dull and lifeless in giving 
them. Lord, shew me how sinful this is! Spoke a few 
words to Mrs H—— again, who said she felt comforted 
by our conversation last time, and wished to see me 
again. To God be al the glory. Spoke to —— and 
her old mother. Alas! they seem quite careless, I 
wonder whet fruit of these feeble efforts I shall aes in 

” 

“ Dec. 13.—Gave twenty-one tracta to-day. Spoke 
again to Mrs ©. She got a little angry; but I was not 
sorry, 28 it shews that the truth has touched her con- 
science. © for the life-giving Spirit to open her blind 
eyes! Went to Mrs P. She gets on well, She and 
Mrs S—~—~ are the only two I have any comfort in.”* 

© Through Ms unwearied endesvours, this tre P— was brought to 


fhe knowledge of the Lord, and, after a few years of constetent walking, 
{fell axloop in Josaa about aix months ago. 


ESBOURS AND LOR@NGS, 185 


4 Dec. 17.—Mra P-—— called lnst night, to say that 
her husband wanted to see me ; so I went down to-day, 
and had a long talk with him. He seems wavering 
between the world and God. © that he would choose 
the better part! This is a very interesting case.” 

“ Jan, 3, 1846,—Attended the monthly tract meet- 
ing, the first of this year, May thia be a fruitful year, 
wherein many souls shall be brought to Jesus; and 
may a double portion of the blessed Spirit be given to 
His own children! And may we who are tract-distri- 
butors know ourselves the Saviour of whom these tracts 
speak ; and may we nover rest mtiefied till we have 
every eoul in our districts brought into the fold of the 
Good Shepherd 1” 

“ Monday, 5th.—Spoke to Mrs ——, who says she is 
not satisfied with her state. Iam glad of it, if she is 
not yat ‘born again.’ Find it very difficult to epeak to 
her. How ignorant Iam! It makes me very sad to 
go to my district and eee 0 few caring for Jesus and 
His great salvation ; and then, asa natural consequence 
of this carelessness, what misery there is amongst these 
poor people! © for the love of Jesus, the teara of 
Jesus, that I might yearn and weep over these poor 
wandering shesp! I have no conversions yet to record. 
Lord, why is this! Perhaps I am seeking my own 
glory : perhaps I am wishing that souls might be oon- 
verted because it is my district. for o single eyo and 
asingle desire for the glory of Jesus! Give me this, 
Lord 1” 

“ Tuesday, 18th —Gave the rest of my tracts, In the 
morning, st preyer, had the most earnest longings and 
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yearnings after the souls in my district I think I ever 
had. ‘Wept almost in agony over them, and felt as if 
it ware a burden too heevy for me to bear, Pleaded 
with God that nothing could be done for them unless 
He did it.” 

“ March 12.—Gave twenty-six tracts to-day. 0 
for an outpouring of the blessed Spirit on my own 
dead, careless soul, and also on these poor souls in my 
district! Iam anxious to form ‘maternal meeting’ 
amongst the mothers in my district. These meetings 
have been much blest in other places, and why not 
here? Mrs P.'s house would be a nice place to mest 
in. Mrs H, Mrs C., and another with whom I hada 
talk to-day, would probably join; and though they do 
not care about their own souls, yet, in secking the souls 
of their children, they may be led. to think of their own, 
Spoke very solemnly to Mra——~. She does not seam 
atallanxious. Alas! what a atate to be in, and how 
many in this place are in this state !—on the brink of 
hell, and not anxious about their condition! May the 
Spirit arouse them, for He alone can.” 

“ March 26,—Had 2 little encouragement in my 
district to-day, Went to Mrs P., who ssid that her 
husband, after telling her about some business being 
settled, said—‘ But I have better news than that to tell 
you! Miss —— has been here, and spoke to me about, 
my soul, and my heart just seemed to burn within me, 
and she has almost got me to turn’ © that be would 
‘be not almost, but altogether persuaded to turn to God | 
Tam very hopeful about that soul. It was very enoon- 
raging to think that he feels that the good done to his 
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soul is better news than the settling of his worldly con- 
cerns, especially when he must be anxious about theee, 
as they are so gloomy at present. But we must tell 
him to press on; he ia not eafe till he is i the Ark,” 

“ September 23.—Have been ill, and therefore not 
able to give my tracts so regularly. O that I could 
see more fruits of all my labours here, poor and un- 
worthy as my efforts are! R, and I are seriously think- 
ing of going abroad as missionary teachers. May the 
Lord guide us in this great matter! Had a con- 
versation to-day with Mrs H—._ I do think she is 
inquiring the wey to Zion. P—— goes on well; 
but I am not satisfied as to his being really ‘ born 
again, and without that, nothing will do—' Ye must be 
‘orn again.’” 

Another way in which she laboured for Christ was 
by trying to bring friends into contact with those from 
whom some blessing might be expected. By inducing 
them to read some quickening book, or listen to some 
faithful minister, or converse with some pious friend, 
he hoped to win them to the Lord. And no oppor- 
tunity did she Jet slip of thus serving Christ. Tnstanoas 
of this will be found elsewhere. Here is one in a letter 
dated July 27, 1843 :—“ This will be delivered to you 
by —, & fciond of mine, whom I am very anxious 
to introduce to you, in the hope that you may be able 
to speak to her about her soul, during her stay in 
Kelso—dear Kelso. I trust that her visit there may 
‘be as much blest to her as it was to me. I om very 
anxious about her, and her dear little boy who is with 
her; and I will make no apology for writing to you 
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about them, as I know that you will not be grieved to 
have another soul to speak to about Christ.” 

‘Very frequently did she write to myself and others 
about those whom she loved, entreating that prayer 
might be made on their bebalf, or asking advice reepect- 
ing them. Asa specimen, the following is given, writ- 
ten a few months after her conversion :— 

« P——, December 4, 1841,—My pear Me Bonan, 
You will be astonished to get another letter from me 
80 Boon; but I shall make no apologies for troubling 
you again, a3 I know that what I now write ebout will, 
from its importance, plead my apology. You perhsps 
remember a young friend of ours that we often talked 
to you about—I.¢——. She has been here to-day, in 
touch distress about her father, who has had a stroke 
of palay. The doctor mys he may dia in a moment, 
and I—— ia, as you will believe, very anxious that he 
should be roused to # concern about his soul. You 
may perhaps wonder that we trouble you about every- 
thing ; but we have really n0 one to give us any advice, 
and we know you are willing to help us. I said to 
I-— that I would write to yon about her father, for 
she says that he has read your sermon about Christ 
subduing the soul to Himself, and he seemed to like it. 
+ «+ From what she ssys, he seems to be only a very 
Uutle anxious, and is trying to get peace from his own 
endeavours. She says that, if you have time enough, 
you would perhaps write something for him that would 
alarm him out of this fearful sleep, and thea we would 
pray that it might be blest to him. Ob! when I think 
of the immense value of even one human aoul, I get 
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quite alarmed at the cold way I am writing to you. . . 
Pray for him and for his daughter, that she may be 
enabled to speak to him. Do you think, when you 
answer this, thet you could give her some advice as to 
what she should say to him, and what books she should 
read to him} It would be very delightful if you and 
the many Christian friends you have would join in 
prayer for him, that he may be brought to Christ. I 
wonder that we are not more anxious about the souls 
of others, Does it sometimes overwhelm you when you 
reflect for a moment on the immense value of a soul? 
I wish you would prey much for me, that my icy heart 
may be melted into luve for souls; for I have many 
precious ones to pray for... . Tell me, when you 
write, if you remember my beloved brother, R-——, 
who is at Hudson’s Bay. I long to know if you pray 
for him. . . . I wish I conld tell you that —— had 
found peace ; but she ia still in much darkness, I 
think everybody is in earnest but myselé I wish you 
would say something that would rouse me ont of this 
dead state. Do not spare me. I want my pride and 
welflove killed, May Jesus fill your own soul with the 
peace that passeth all understanding. I pray every 
night and morning for you, that God would make you 
very happy, and that you may be the means of bring. 
ing many souls to Christ. Always pray this prayer for 
me, that I may love souls.” 

Here is another instance, in a letter to her friend :— 
* Dec. 29, 1843,—-My nmuoven Frursp,—I sit down 
to finish this letter ; may the Lord enable me to write! 
T have been asking that He would give mea mesmge 
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to your soul. I hope you will get a blesing in the 
reading of our chapter to-day. I want you especially 
to remember dear —— in your prayers, for ——- has 
‘been writing to him about his soul, and he sent an an- 
swer this morning ao full of the pride of intellect; ah ! 
he does not know yet that he must ‘become a fool, 
that he may be wise!’ Perhaps you will think this a 
very bold step of ——, but I do think she was right ; 
what does it signify what he thinks of us if he is 
brought to Christ? I was reading the first of John, 
where it speaks of Andrew telling his brother Peter 
that he had found the Messias ; and it is added, ‘And 
he brought him to Jesus.’ Why may not we bring one 
to the sme loving Saviour, who is aa willing to receive 
him as He was to receive Peter? I have written also 
to ———, 80 you must be sure to pray for a blessing 
upon these feeble efforts, my beloved J——-. I spoke 
to —— that night when I was so happy; I felt euch 
longing to bring her to Christ, that I thought my 
heart would break if I did not speak : it was long be- 
fore I could, but 1 prayed for strength; and I spoke 
at last, and asked her if she loved Jesus, and if she 
was ‘born again.’ She could not be angry, forshe saw 
I spoke in love; but she seemed very much annoyed, 
and I left her, and went to pray for her. What a 
blessed refuge the throne is! R. and I are both feel- 
ing just now the necessity of being entirely God's, of for- 
getting our own ease, and everything about ourselves, 
and socking to live to God’s glory. I feel that Iam 
only half a Christian, I try to remember your wants, 
particularly as you ask that your languor and deadness 
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may be removed. I often groan under that ; it is very 
painful ; but still ‘we heve not an High Priest who 
cannot be touched with a feeling of our infirmities.’ 
Ob! if we could only believe the love of Jesus! 1 
don't think any of His children have any right idea of 
the love that fills His heart. O to have it ‘shed 
abroad,’ to have it filling our whole souls, and trans- 
forming us into His own holy image! Oh! if I could 
only believe that Jesus loves me! Do you think He 
does? Just say yes ;—it is awful unbelief to doubt it ; 
but still E long to hear Him my that He loves even 
me. I was telling Him this morning that I did not 
want to seo my love to Him, but only His to me; it 
seems to be all I need, and all I want to have—His love 
‘shed abroad in my‘heart.’ May you be filled with it, 
beloved one! I must finish this letter afterwards, as it 
js nearly three, and I must read our chapter with you, 
May the Spirit breathe upon it! Did I not tell you 
about M. C-—-% She was an old schoolfellow of 
mine, as careless as myself, and about a year ago, when 
he came to live in Edinburgh, I went to see her some- 
times ; but I felt unwilling to go, for I could not speak. 
to her as I usedtodo. Well, one day —— told me that 
‘M. bad been made one of Christ’a sheep, and that she told 
them that she had been keeping away from me on the 
Yery same account! Was it not curious that each of us 
thought the other did not caret Little did we think 
how happy we should be to meet. She isa very dear 
girl, and a staunch Christian.” 

From the moment that her eyes were opened, she 
‘aw the danger of those who are still out of Christ. 
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Her love of friends did not lead her to think or speak 
emooth things respecting their spiritual condition, “It 
often startles me,” he once wrote to me, “to think how 
few of all those I know are Christians.” She ssw that 
they were unconverted, and she knew that if they re. 
mained eo, they must be lost. She did not try to per- 
muade herself that perhaps they were Christians after 
all; and that perhaps they might be right and she wrong. 
She felt that if the Bible wera true, she was right, and 
they totally astray. She did not say, They are older 
than Tam ; they think themselves Christians ; others 
think them Christians ; what right have I to think 
otherwise? She did not say, They are my friends, my 
kindred, my dear ones ; is it not cruel in me to form 
harsh judgments respecting thent, or to allow such 
a thought to enter my mind, as that they are on the 
wayto death? No. She looked at God’s Word, and 
she read, that “if any man be in Christ, be is a new 
creature” (2 Cor. v.17). How could she doubt that, 
however dear to her, they must be lost if not made 
new? And how could she believa them to be “re- 
newed in the spirit of their minds,” when she saw no 
fraits of holiness, no love to Christ, no forsaking of the 
world, no delight in prayer or the Word of God? Sho 
could not be mistaken. These dear ones of bers— 
dearer now than ever—were atill far from God; and to 
blind herself to their sad condition, was only to in- 
crease their peril, by throwing away the opportunity of 
attempting to save them. She dared not eay that oon- 
version meant less than God said it meant ; nor that 
sin was @ less evil than God said it wes; nor that the 
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‘world was a leas enemy than God declared it to be; nor 
that the cartainty of a Christless soul being lost was 
not 0 absolute 28 God had proclaimed it. Not daring 
to eay these things, she saw that her part was to set her- 
self in good earnest to win the souls of these erring ones, 
by faithfully warning them of theirdanger, and pointing 
them to the same cross where she had found shelter. The 
moat refined ornelty of which she could be guilty, would 
‘be to make them believe that there was little difference 
‘between herself and thom, and that possibly their danger 
might not be so great as some in their sternness sup- 
posed. She resolved to be faith/ul, though she might 
be called proud and presumptuous. Souls were pre- 
cious, time was short, life was speeding away ; she must 
be faithful to their souls, And the Lord blessed her 
faithfolnes. © No doubt she suffered for it. She was 
‘spoken of ag unkind, and stern, and proud ; but she 
did not turn aside. Her eye wassingle. Her views of 
eternity were vivid. Her love to the unsaved was in- 
tenae. Har consciousness of the joy of being “ in Chriat,” 
and her estimate of the misery as well as danger of 
those who are out of Him, made her thus fervently long 
for the salvation of all whom she loved. It was one of 
the most marked features of her piety. She could not 
walk in light, and leave others, uncared for and un- 
prayed for, to go on in darkness, The more she 
learned to rejoice in Christ, the more did she mourn 
over those who knew nothing of this joy. 

‘Thus ahe writes, chiding herself for indifference in this 
thing :—~“ I bad great sorrow this morning, amounting 
to agony, by finding that I bave so little love for souls, 
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so little desire that they may be mved, and that they 
may have the blessedness I have had, in knowing Jesus. 
T could hardly bear to think that I did not love souls, 
especially those precious ones who ought to be so dear 
tome. How vile this shews me to bo! And this makes 
it worse, that I ehould not desire that Jesus should be 
glorified by their conversion. I wonder why I have not 
more of the mind of Christ about this yet.” 

Again: “Felt great joy and much earnestness in 
pleading for——. It was the same yesterday. J can 
hardly stop praying for him, Surely God intends good 
to his precious soul. He cannot have given me those 
desires, without meaning to satiefy them. They are 
the ‘unutterable groanings’ of his own Spirit. 0 for 
more faith! I feel as if God were willing to grant me 
all my requests, if I could only believe that He would, 
I try to look at His almighty power and wondrous love, 
in place of dwelling upon the greatness of the thing I 
ask for, the conversion of # soul that has long resisted 
all the drawings of His Spirit. I like to think of this 
precious Scripture,—‘ Ia there anything too hard for 
the Lord?’ That is a wonderfully sweet verse to me 
just now, when Satan and my own unbelieving heart 
try to permade me that his heart is too hard to be 
melted. No, mine is harder; and praise be to Him, 
for He has melted mine, Ob! I wish I could tell — 
how much God loves him, and wishes him to be eaved, 
and how happy he would be if he were God’s child, 1 
must seek tor opportunities of epeaking to him. I 
aust watch unto prayer.” 

Again; “Had some earnestness in pleading for my 
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beloved ——. [I felt more than over I did that it is 
God, not 1, who is anxious thst he should be saved. 
Oh, no, thare is no good desire in my cold, selfish heart. 
To God be all the glory.” 

Again: “Had another wrestling time at prayer for 
my beloved ——. Rand I bad « meeting together. 
Felt drawn again to plead, When will our prayers be 
anewared 1” 

Again : “ Got a bitter disappointment to-day. I had 
‘been visiting a girl of fifteen, in the prison, and was 
very anxious to get her into some institution when she 
came out, and was engaged the whole day in trying 
(and at last succeeding) to get a ticket for her ad- 
mission into the Shelter, when she refused to go! I 
tried for more than an hour to induce her, but all in 
vain. How terribly I felt it! It was very bumbling 
to me. It shows me, however, that God alone can turn. 
the human heart; and ob, if He has touched mine, I 
need never despair of any.” 

Tn a letter sho thus speaks: “I think at times my 
heart will break altogether, when I look at my beloved 
—, ond think I can do nothing for him, May God 
help me! for this is the sorest trial I have ever had. 
. + Bleed Jesus! He cannot be unkind; He cannot 
err! What sweet rest that thought gives!” 

« Prayed this morning (June 10, 1843) that I might 
have love to souls, © that this prayer were answered ! 
I feel it very painful to have such a selfish heart, with 
no love to any soul but my own, and no right love to 
my own either.” 

Tn another place she thus briefly but lovingly reoords 
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the conversion of a friend :— Nov. 7.—Had & very 
sweet letter from M. 0. She is now a pilgrim on the 
road to Zion !” 

Tn regard to another friend, over whose soul ehe 
yearned, she thus speaks :—“ Wrote a long letter to 
dear V-——-, beseeching her to come to Jesu O 
that the blessed Spirit would open her eyes to see her 
need of a Saviour!” And again : “I long to tell — 
how lovely Jesus ia; but I am so fearful and so unbe- 
lieving. © for a bold yet loving spirit! May Jesus 
himself give me grace to speak. . . . Ihave spoken. I 
told her I had found a treasure in Christ, and asked 
her if sho too had found Him! But, alas! she seemed 
‘very much annoyed by my speaking to her, and mid 
ehe had the Bibls to tell her about these things. I 
aust not despair, but pray that even this feeble effort 
may be blemed to her soul.” 

“ Jan. 8, 1844—Read Mr Hamilton’s tract, The 
Prison Opened, and had a very sweet taste of the sweet- 
‘ness of the love of Jesus, in reading it. Prayed earnestly 
for dear -—. I long for her to taste the sweetness 
of His love.” 

“ May 11, 1844.—Wrote to M——— about the hiding- 
place! May she find it. Hsd » meoting with my 
beloved J. at five. Felt dead, but thirsty; and, oh! 
very sinful. 1 should like to get my heart cleaned out, 
Alone a little after tea. Had much sweetness in plead- 
ing for my darling R. May the Lord himself bless her, 
and be her everlasting portion!” 

90th May.—Wrote to —~. May the Lord give 
the letter His blesing! Again at my district, Great 
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desires for Lizny, and much liberty in speaking to her, 
and preying with her. Spoke to several others.” 

“21st.—Went to my district. Spoke again very 
solemnly to Lissy. Sho asys she feels differently from 
what she did ; that she sees she is not right, and that 
she can get no rest. May the Lord open her eyes to 
pee # free Saviour.” 

“A letter from dear R. M. G, has bean brought 
to Jesus, Another soul brought to Jesus |” 

“Went to visit Mr Hay’s grave, Alas! it was a esd 
visit. I think this hea been one of the saddest days 
I ever passed. We spoke a few words to man there, 
an infidel. © that the Holy Spirit would send home 
the Word to that soul] We shall know in eternity, if 
not here.” 

In a letter she thus expresses herself :—*I pray for 
you as earnestiy as my heart of stone will allow. I 
like to tell God to bless you, to pour out His Spirit 
‘upon you ; to bless you in every respect, in yourself, 
your dearly-loved self, in your dear family, in your 
echolare, in every way. © that He may answer all 
my prayers for you! I know He will. His name is 
Love. . .. How is dear —— getting on? Tell her, 
with my kindest love, that I had great delight in 
pleading for her, last Wednesday, at four o'clock.” 

At another time she writes:—“I sow my deor 
R, yesterday, and was delighted to hear that you 
had written to her. I think she would not be s0 
doubting if she were not so much with poor —— ; but 
they always speak together about themselves, instead of 
speaking about Jems ; and then they get into doubt 
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and darkness. Dear ——, I cannot tell how my heart 
eometimes rejoices when I think of her being a follower 
of the Lamb, and that we sball be with Jesus in heaven 
together. And you, my dear J——, you will be there 
also. . . . Will you pray for me, that I may have an 
opportunity of speaking a word to dear ——? for he 
is great burden on my mind just now ; for J think I 
should speak to him when I am here ; and yet I havo 
never been able; and I think it ia because I am not 
willing. Oh! it is grievous that I always consider my- 
self instead of those I love. . . . Will you also remem- 
ber dear V: 4 Tell me about Mrs 0—— when 
you write, Is she really anxious? How blessed it 
would be! T should like very much to write to her, 
but I am so totally unfit; still I don’t feel easy till 1 
have done 60. 

“ E—— tells me that Mrs —— is anxious; how 
glad we ought to be} She says I ehould write; which 
T should like to do; but what could I say? But then 
God would give me words. I am glad yon wrote to 
dear ——; poor thing, she is in a md state, It is 
carious, T could not speak to her now about believing ; 
she seems to me to be taking Mr ———’s way, and mak- 
ing herself more humble first. 1 wish she bad peace ; 
and I do think we need not wait, if Jesus is willing to 
receive us Write to dear R. when you can, for she 
has not much peace either, L-—— in anxious; but 
only a little, I think. Pray for her; and write her a 
rousing letter when you have time. I wish I could 
get a word spoken to dear —— and ——; I gut 
alarmed when I think that I know their danger, snd 
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don't warn them. But I find it so difficult to realise 
their danger. Do you feel that$ Pray that I may be 
enabled to speak, if it be for God's glory ; and that I 
may be shewn when to speak. I wish -—~ would 
write to you. I don’t know what to think of her. 
She is anxious at times, and then it wears off, Sha 
pusnlea herself about being born again. I don’t think 
ehe can have come to Christ yet, from all she says. It 
is very difficult to deal with her, for when she is 
anxious, she says, ‘ Well, but what more can 1 do but 
read and pray ?’” 

“ Jan, 3, 1842.—What a solemn day the last of the 
year was tome] ——- and I were sitting alone in the 
drawing-room, just as the clock struck twelve, and an- 
other year commenced its silent course." I could not 
resist saying a few words to him, and I asked him if he 
was born again. We did not speak much, for I was so 
agitated that I could scarcely speak. He laid his 
head upon mine, and I saw the tears falling fast. He 
enid it was a serious question, and seemed to think 
it would take a long time to answer I said,— 
“Suppose God does not give you a long time to settle 
it?’ I have written to him, telling him more of what 
I wanted to aay ; but, somehow, I have not courage to 
give it to him. Pray that God would bless it. I 
hope you will soon write to dear ——. She says she 
will be delighted to hear from you, all about yourself 
and all her friends in Kelso, but that, for anything 

‘* The roader will parhspy call to mind the contrast between this scene 


end that of the last night of December 1884, when the gabetian of the bell- 
‘Toom closed the one year and usbered in the next —Seo page 23. 
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else, she has her Bible to go to. I tell you this that 
you may know how she feels, and act as you think 
‘best. It might do harm to force the subject of re- 
ligion upon her ; it is very difficult to know how to 
act; but God will guide you, and then you cannot go 
wrong. I am going to —— on Wednesday. Will 
you plead that I msy have an opportunity of speaking 
to my dear ——, and also to ———1 for sho is often a 
great burden on my mind. I wish you would tell Mr 
B. and Mm 4. her case, and ask them to pray for 
her.” * 


# The fottowing letter to a friond will furnish a specimon of the faithte), 
solemn way in which she dont with those who were still aftr off “You 
may you sigh for works and morulity, but that all that you hear is about 
faith. Here are God's own words—' Without faith tt is tmponatble to please 
God.’ And again, it in written—‘A man is justified by faith without the 
deeds of the te,’ All our works til we azo united by 6 Hving faith to Jems 
‘sreabominable fn the sight of God, How oan oreatares who ara altogether 
infu and depraved do anything pleasing tos holy Godt We must firet 
come to Jesus and have all our sins pardaned on orvent of what He has 
dons, and then the love of Christ will constrain us to do what te pleasing 
in his aight The believer works because he is forgiven, not that be may bo 
forgiven, You my that a doctrine like this must have a dangurons tendency. 
No, dear —, believe mo, no; rather belisve God who cannot ihe; this 
doctrins is the only ons that will make sinner holy. What doos God say 
on this very subjectt Pavl writes to the Romans, ‘Shall we continue in 
tin that graoa may abound? God forbid. How sball we that are dead to 
sin live any longer therein? De you think thet any sinner guing to 
Teaus and reoetving a full free pardon for wll kis sins simply by believing 
ou His name—do you think s pardoned sinner, beaming with gratitude 
and love to Hita who baa ao graciously blotted out in His own precious 
‘lood all iniquities, ooald continue to live in sin? No, it is impossible; 
@od forbid. “He cannet do the abominable thing which God hates; he 
‘hates tin, because God hated it, and becouse it was his sins that nailed 
Joa to the cros—and he loves holiness, because God lovee it, and beoause 
‘by Decomipg holy he becomes more like that God who has done se much 
forhim, We sre alway wanting to 6 somothing thst we may bo axred, 
‘but Zosus tolls us that He hos already dous everything. When Ho was 
explring on the cross, He exclaimed, ‘Ji ts fasted.’ He hes done all the 


LABOUBS AND LONGINGS, 201 


In Angast 1842, Mr M‘Cheyne, Mr Cumming, Mr 
Somerville, and myself, visited Newoastle for the pur- 
pose of preaching the gospel. That visit was not un- 
blest, Souls were saved, and Christians were aroused. 
In it M—— took a deep interest, and in reference to it 
abe thus writes : “I long to hear mors about your visit 
to Newoastle. I hope many poor wanderers have been 
bronght to the fold. It mast be very delightful to be 
enabled to go and tell sinners of Jesus. I have been 
praying that you might win many souls ; that Jesus 
would teach you to speak, and incline many to listen 
to His meesage of love and meroy. I wish I had more. 
of the spirit of prayer. It is so sweet to plead for 
others. I hope you remember poor P———. We need 


your prayers.” 
And is it not thus that ministers are blest? Is it 


work, wnd there ia now nothing for us todo but to believe in Him, and 
‘then wo shall be saved—then we arg saved. ‘Ho that believeth on the 
Bon Aah everlasting Hix’ ‘Lock unto mo and be ye saved.” Where ta 
there room for works there? Dear —, a lock is sufficient, « look wil 
save you. Oli! if you would only look at Jesus once, you would never look 
sway again, and by looking to Him you will grow like Him. Goto God 
pleading simply the merita of His beloved Bou, and be sure Ho will not 
cart you out, ‘Him that cometh unto me I will in no wis cust out” 
‘Thera te no presumption in going to God and pleading the finished work 
‘of Josua ea your only ground of acceptance with Him ; {t is presumption 
‘to go pleading anything eles. Wo can never merit heaven by our own 
‘works; wo deserva nothing but with. ‘The wages of ain is death, but 
‘the gift of God is eternal fe through Jesus Christ our Lord.’ ‘By grace 
‘axe yo mnved through faith, and thet not of yourselves, it is the gift of 
God? Now, deer —, my love to your precious never-dying sotl is my 
only reas for writing you all thia. Do not think thet I wish to teach 
‘you; mo, Tm too ignorant to pretend to teach any one. I know nothing 
‘myself, 20 that I cannot teach others; but I know this, and you know it 
‘too, that I Jove you very much, and therefore I long for you to be bom, 
again. 
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not from the closet of the obscure believer, of whom 
they may never have heard, that the ery goes up which 
is to draw down the freshening rain! Do miniaters 
snfficiently urge this upon their people? ‘Do the people 
rightly discern their awful responsibility in this thing ? 
“ Thousands and thousands of prayers were put up for 
me,” says Whitefield ; and was this not as much the 
secret of his success, as his own prayerfulness and 
spiritual fervour? Moses may marshal the host, and 
Joshua may lead on the array; but there must be 
Aaron and Hur upon the hill. Intercession for minis- 
‘ters must be more fervent and real. “Brethren, pray 
for us!" We need your intercessions. We expect 
them. We charge you, by all that you owe to us, to: 
yourselves, to the Church, to the world—not to with- 
hold or restrain them. 

Such were the ways in which the new life came forth. 
The warm seal, the tender pity, the decided action, the 
faithfal love, the bold energy, were not of man, but of 
God. She did not work in order to get the credit of 
working, nor from any bustling activity of nature, nor 
becanse led by the example of others, Her zeal sprung 
from a holier and diviner root. The ssme Holy Spirit 
that had drawn her out of the world, wrought in her to 
compassionate and to plead for that world, out of which 
she had been drawn. In all her labours she acted as 
if from irresistible impulses within. It was not a ques- 
tion of duty with her; it wass matter of simple necessity. 
She could not do otherwise, The mother does not 
weep over the coffin of her first-born because she ought 
to do eo. She cannot help it. The brother does not 
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shield the sister in the hour of danger because it is hie 
duty, He cannot but do it, So was it with M——. 
Tn regard to the unsaved around her, the question of 
duty never came up at all. Why? Not because she 
‘was not slive to the call of duty when it came; but 
because the atrength of the new nature carried ber far 
beyond it, Tt was not so much conscience as compassion 
that quickened her, Love hurried her on. Shespoke, 
and wrote, and laboured, and prayed, because love 
‘ould not let her do otherwise. God owned her love, 
and gave her sonls for its reward. And so isit always. 
‘The most bustling works of duty may be barren ; but 
the activities of love are vital They bear fruit for 
eternity. 


OHAPTER IX. 
Progress in 1644-45. 


«Tas whole life of a man,” says a writer of the seven- 
teenth century, “is s continued conversion to God, in 
which he is perpetually humbled under a sense of sin, 
and draws nearer and nearer to God, with more fervent 
faith and love ; and daily walks closer and closer with 
the Lord, endeavouring at perfection.” 

‘Ths above sentence might be taken sa « true de- 
scription of M. “s life. The tossings to and fro 
which the good man refers to aa bis own experience, 
are largely exemplified in hers. There is» firm hold- 
ing fast to the anchor which is fixed within the veil ; 
and yet what strainings of the cable, almost at times 
to breaking! What driftings hither and thither, as far 
as the cable would allow! 

Whilst not resting on what she felt, but on what her 
Substitute had felt for her, she yet cannot be satisfied 
without feeling towards Him all that she ought to feel ; 
and the conflict between these two states of mind js 
often peinfal, nay, agonising. She knows that ber 
peace is to be built, not on her love to Him, but on 
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His to her; yet she longs to love with her whole 
heart; for she sees how worthy He is of all her love, 
Hence the flowings and ebbings, which the following 
lettars ao artlessly narrate. Every change, or shade of 
change within, she notes; and as she notes it, 60 does 
she carefully and accurately describé it to her friend. 
Perhaps there is too much of this; nor have we thought 
it needful to give snch passages in full; remembering 
John Livingstone’s resolution—* Finding myself sorely 
deserted, I made a promise to God, not to tell it to any 
but to Himself, lest I shouild seem to complain, or foster 
misbelief in myself or others.” 

‘There was in her at all times an intense fixedness of 
eye upon the Cross. When some mist or cloud threw 
itself between her and that polestar, she still kept 
gazing on the spot from which her star had dimp- 
peared, persuaded that it would soon shine out again 
undimmed. It was just such star ag her darkness 
needed ; and she knew that nothing could pluck it 
from the firmament, In it she found light, and guid- 
auiee, and hope, and healing, and gladness. 

The letters which follow in this chapter are ad- 
dressed to more than one individual, as the initials 
both of person and place will sufficiently indicate, 
They are given in the order of date, without any notes 
or explanatory comments, They unfold the writer's 
epiritual state and progress, which is the main object 
of their insertion. They are very vivid reflections of 
M—s mind, exactly revealing her feelings and her 
doings, without colouring or exaggeration. Not ono 
word is written for the sake of effect. When she gpoke, 
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it was always to tell, simply and truly, what she felt ; 
and when she wrote, it was with the same truthfulness 
and simplicity. 

‘There is great singleness of heart and purpose mani- 
feasted in these letters. They contain no references to 
passing events; and even personal or domestic cir- 
cumstanoes are only introduood, in their bearings upon 
that oternity towards which her eye so intently and 80 
fervently turned. With what solemn steadfastness of 
purpose she pursued her heavenward path ; with what 
seal she laboured for her Lord ; and with what willing- 
ness she bore His crose—the reader will discover in 
these letters, which mark her progress in the years 1844 
and 1845, 


~, February 14, 1844. 

“My own pzax J——,—Sinoe J last wrote to you, 
the Lord has again Jaid me on a sick-bed, and I was 
very nearly being ‘absent from the body,’ I trust to 
be ‘present with the Lord ;’ but you need not be alarmed 
about me, for I am now nearly well. 

“This last illness of mine shows me how in one 
moment we may be taken away. © to be always 
ready fora dying hour !—to be ‘found in Him!” Then, 
come the summons when it may, we are ready. I 
often think how much need I must have of our Father's 
loving rod, for I am so often Jaid low. Will you ask 
that this chastening may be for my profit, that I may 
be partaker of His holiness? But I must tell you how 
I got i. About s fortnight ago I had such a pevere 
fit of toothache that I was obliged to have « tooth 
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taken out ; Igot it out on the Monday, and it stopped 
bleeding for two hours, but about three o'slock it began 
bleeding again, and from that time till nearly ten on 
Toeeday night it dled violently. Only think of mo 
bleeding for thirty hours! The doctor could not 
stop it for some time, and I got so weak with Joss of 
blood and want of food and sleep, that I nearly fainted, 
and poor R, bad to go at ten o'slock at night with the 
doctor to E——,, to bring another doctor, for the one 
here said, if it did not stop I might sink in a moment, 
and that I would not survive another night. I did 
not know there was any danger, or I should have been 
alarmed. R did not tell mo till next day, when I was 
out of danger. It makes me start when I think how 
nearly I was entering on the unseen realities of eter- 
nity. © that the worthless life that God has spared 
may be spent in His service! Pray much, dear one, 
that this illness may be blest. I am very much afraid 
that I, in my folly and desperate wickedness, may let 
it pass unimproved. I have not hed the presence of 
Jesus in this illness ;—acarcely at all ; indeed that has 
boon my greatest trial, It has been a fortnight of 
great bodily weakness, and very great depression of soul, 
but still ‘He doeth all things well,’ and in His own 
time the light will arise; but I wish the time were 
come now, I am trying to pray that this illness may 
be blessed to my dear M——, for I have aaveral times 
had an opportunity of speaking to her about the neces- 
sity of being prepared to die, and of illness being sent 
to lead us to God ; and I want you, my own fiend, to 
ask that I may not let this precious season pass, but 
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toay eock her conversion ix earnest. Perhaps this may 
be blessed to her more than to me ; if Jesus is glorified, 
that is enough. 

“We had a very precious sermon from Mr Moody 

Stuart on the Communion Sabbath, about the ' sure 
foundation, the tried stone.’ Neither R. nor J had 
joy, but we both felt more, I think, than ever we did, 
that Jesus was a sure foundation, and that we could 
trust Him in spite of all our want of feeling. 
Mr M, mid in the morning that the Father was telling 
us all to look at Jesus. ‘ Behold, I lay in Zion,’ ko, 
He said, Many of you may be looking at other objecta, 
but this is the one object to which God directs you to 
look-—Jesus! I thought it so sweet to be told that we 
might look at this glorious object, and that we were to 
look at nothing else all the day. Ob, that we should ever 
look away! I did not find Him at the table, and I 
thought my heart would break ; but at last I said, 
Glorify Thyself, though I should be in darkness, and I 
felt comforted. I am a dog, and unworthy of the 
children’s bread ; but yet you remember that ‘the dogs 
eat of the crumbs that fall from their master’s table.’ 
To get the lowest place in heaven is a wonderful place 
for one who deserves the lowest place in hell! Did 
‘the Beloved’ meet you at His own table? I long to 
hear all about it, 

“ Thursday, 15th.—My pean J——,—I must finish 
this letter by degrees, for I am too late for this day's 
post. I would rather speak to you than write, but 
still I am very thankful to be again able to address 
you in any way... . Our dear minister has returned 


PROGRESS IN 1844. 209 


from the country, but bas not ‘been permitted to preach ; 
however, he expects to be able once more to tell of 
Jesna next Sabbath ; but be scems learning to say, in 
the sweet but dificult language of yesterday's taxt, ‘Not 
my will, but thine be dons.’ I sometimes think God 
is preparing him for His service in heaven, rather than 
for work here, for his conversation is literally in heaven ; 
he speaks more of that than of the wilderness. . . . I 
‘was very glad you liked the notes of the sermons, I 
shall try and take some more on Sabbath I never 
write anything but for you, for I think it better to feed 
on them at the time; but if ‘God blesses anything I 
write or remember to my beloved one, I would write 
all the time. Oh! J——, won't it be sweet when 
Jesua leads us by the green pastures and by the still 
waters? I remomber, when you first spoke to me in 
Kelso, you ssid, M——,, won't it be blessed I did not 
think so then, and would uot listen to you ; but I think 
T would now: those is the praise? Is it yours? ia it 
mine? No; to Jesus be alll tho glory and all the praise. 
. ++ I bave been learning nothing lately but the evil 
that is in my heart ; and I am beginning to see that 
though painful, yet it is 8 very necessary and a very 
loving lesson ; loving, because it makes Chriet more 
precious, Lest night the thought struck me all ina 
moment, and as if a voice had spoken it, how very 
precious Christ should be to His people ; they get all 
from Him, and through Him ; how they should love 
Him! And my heart rejoiced at the thought that He 
must be so very precious tous ; and then for one moment 
I got « sight of this precious truth, the truth that He 
° 
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had dons all, end my weary soul rested, and nv words 
can tell the blessedness of the fheling that resting gave. 
© that we could ahcays rest on this lovely One, and not 
be continually coming and going, seeking rest and find- 
fng none! And O that all the world knew this rest!” 


« P_, Feb. 23, 1844. 

“ My vary Dmap Frisxp,—I have been long in an- 
swering your last sweet letter, but since I received it, 
the chastening hand of my Father in heaven haa again 
‘been Inid upon me ; yet it was all in love, and I fvel I 
needed all He sent me, for I am very, very unlike any 
one of Jesus’ dear ‘little ones,’ far leas am I like Jesus 
himself. You must pray, dear friend, that every sight 
that God gives me of my utter unworthiness may make 
Jequs more and more precious to me, I have been 
thinking much lately of this verse, ‘To them who be- 
lieve, He is precious,’ and I long to be able to say, Jesus 
ia precious to me. God has been giving me lately 
greater desires to know Jesus, and to feel His precious 
uneasy, and to feel my entire need of Him, and my entire 
dependence upon Him, than I have ever had, and I 
cannot doubt but that He will satisfy the desires He 
hes Himself given. I feel my utter ignorance of Jesus 
and His finished work eo much ; I seem to know leas 
about Him than I did at first ; but ono thing greatly 
Tejoices me, and for that let us praise Him, that He is 
shewing me and making me feel more than ever I did 
ing seed of Him. 1 sometimes find it ao sweet, I cannot 
describe to you how sweet, to ask the Father to ceveal 
the Son to me—to tell me about Jesus, 1 think then He 
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really smiles upon me. 1 have very little joy, or even 
peace just now; but sometimes God gives me such a 
desire to learn about Jesus, that the very desire is very, 
‘very sweet. I should wish to speak about Jesus with 
you, buteverything I say seems like hypocrisy ; and yet 
all I can say of Him as being the lovely One is true, 
though I don’t feel it so. Let us have s pen-and-ink 
talk about our Beloved, in spite of Satan and a cold 
heart, Can you always my ‘my Beloved’t I still 
tremble to do it; but we need not fear when wo think 
how kind, how gentle, how tender He is. ‘He can be 
touched with’a feeling of our infirmities, for He was in 
all points tempted like as we are, yet without sin” Oh! 
I am 60 very glad He is without sin; if He had even 
one taint, we could have no bope ; but is He not ‘the 
Lamb without blemish and without spot’? Is He not 
‘the Holy One of God'$ Even the devils confessed that 
He was ; and does not the Father—(His Father, and 
therefore ours)—say of Him, ‘This is my beloved Son, in 
whom I am well pleased;’ and could God be well 
pleased with anything that was not per/actly holy? It 
ig difficult to realise it. We are so unholy, we cannot 
understand how any one can be perfectly faultless; but 
Jet us be exceeding glad that it is true, and also rejoice 
to know that when we shall sea Him as He is, we shall 
be holy too ; you, and my beloved J——, and I, poor 
sinfal I, shall one day stand ‘without fault before the 
throne of God.’ Isn’t it wonderful? I shall be very 
glad when the journey is all over, for I cannot stand 
tay earthlinews any longer, it ia eo painful,” 
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“E—~, April 4, 1844, 

“My pan Farenp,—tI am quite solitary now, as 
my darling B. has gone for a month to the country. 
I hope the Lord will be with her, and enable her to 
win souls where sho is, ... We saw our dear Mr 
———~ in Edinburgh, and had @ nice chat with him, 
anda prayer with him. He spoke to J, which I 
was very glad of, He gave us each a text on goingaway. 
Mine was such a sweet one, ‘ The night is far spent, the 
dsyisat band.’ Oh! should that not make os redouble 
our diligence in the Lord's work, that the time is so 
short? What have J done for Christ since He called 
me? Nothing! I was speaking to a poor old woman 
to day—one of God’schildren—who is in great darknoss, 
owing to her disease, and she said, ‘Oh! if I only had 
strong faith ;—but I must just creep in at His feet, and 
surely the precious blood which has washed thousands 
can wash me.’ I was helped to give her many sweet 
texte ; but I was struck by seeing how plain it is that 
He alone can make His Word food; for, after all my 
texts, sho still stuck to one, which, she said at the 
beginning, gave her comfort, and it was this : ‘ Noueis 
able to pluck them out of myhand.’ I¢ is strange how 
loving Jesus appears to me when I speak to othem 
about Him ; and yet I cannot feel that He is love to 
me, I had a very sweet time at prayer this morning 
while confessing sin ; the love of Jesus in forgiving my 
vile, vile sins against light and against love, appeared 
so wonderfal, that I could not stand it ; my hard heart 
melted, and I would not give the sweetness of the tears 
I then ehed for a world of this world’s joy. I could only 
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say, ‘Truly, Thy name is Wonderful" When I get a 
sight of Christ's willingness to forgive and receive His 
backaliding child again, without one word of upbraiding, 
it almost breaks my heart. Ob! how this tender, for- 
giving love should make us hate sin! but yet I don't 
hateit ; no, I have often lovedit. Iam reading a very 
delightful book just now—Memoir of Mr M‘Cheyne. 
It is very beautifully written by Mr A. Bonar. Oh, 
what Christian he was! It is humbling to read it. F 
have finished the first volume, and have begun the 
second to-day. Have you seen it yet?” 


« Pp. 





+» April 20, 1844. 
“Friday is the earliest day I can get, so on that 
day, ‘if the Lord will, I shall have the joy of seeing 
you once more. Friday will soon come, and on Sab- 
bath we shall éogether sit at Jesus’ foast of love, We 
shall do this in remembrance of a love which many 
waters cannot quench, ... I expect to be greatly 
quickened, and made more alive to unseen things, We 
must ask and expect a blessing, and Jet us ever remem- 
ber that He is more willing to give than we to ask.” 


“ Kelso, April 27, 1844. 

“My panting R——-,—When I arrived here, I saw 
J—— coming to meet me. We went together to Mrs 
H——'s, and had a talk, and then prayer. On Satur- 
day there was @ meeting in the evening, and Mr A. 
Bonar preached on ‘ He was in all points tempted like 
‘ab we are, yet without sin.’ He mid that Jesussuffered 
and obeyed for uz in infancy, in youth, aud throughout 
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His whole life ; so that we should take al! onr sins to 
Him, pleading that He has atoned for them all. He 
aid that on the judgment-dey the Father will tura to 
Jegos and say, ‘Thon art all fair ;? and then that Jesus 
will turn to His people, His own Church, and say, ‘And 
thou art all fair.’ 

“I got more comfort from that sermon than I got 
all the Sabbath, for I was not happy then. Our Mr 
Bonar said in his prayer, ‘ Let us forget that we are in 
the world; let us forget that there is a world alto- 
gether.’ © that we could! 

“Mr A. B. preached on Monday night upon ‘ having 
‘poldness to enter into the holiest by the blood of Jesus’ 
He raid we were to enter into the holiest, and never to 
come out ; that there is nothing said in the Bible about 
coming out ; we are to abide there; we are to carry 
on our worldly business in the holiest of all. I wish 
we could banish every idol from our hearts, aud be filled 
with the love of Jesus. How Jesus loves you and me! 
T am sure He does, eo do not let us grieve Him by 
patting anything else into our hearta besides His 
blessed self. Let us say, ‘What have we to do any 
more with idols?’ J—— and I have our meeting 
every day at five, and we always remember you, Pray 
for me, for remember that I cannot get on even bere if 
the Spirit do not come to me. I have been twice to 
see old Mise D-—— ; she is s more wonderful Christian 
than ever, Shesaid to me, ‘Satan has been telling me 
that the Bible is fiction, and that Christ is a fiction ; 
but I told him that be was a fiction only to hell ;’ and 
then she said, ‘Ob, Christ is a Jewel! Iam always 
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asking to have that Jewel. We spoke about getting 
near Christ in heaven, and she said, ‘ We shall each get 
a whole Christ, and @ whole throne to ourselves,’ She 
anid, too, that there is a war in heaven ; the redeemed 
tell each other their history, and each seys he is the 
greatest debtor; and then they always end with, ‘Holy, 
holy, holy is the Lord God Almighty.’ She said that 
if we were oftener to tell one another what God has 
done for our souls, we, too, would end with, ‘Holy 
holy, holy !’ She cannot read now, ao she wants me to 
go oflen down and read to her. You must pray that it 
may be blest to both of us. 
«Here ia a verse Ihave this moment made for you:— 
“Sloan we shall be at rest, 
‘The painful struggle cer; 
‘We see Hmm whom our souls love best, 
‘And never grieve Him more. 
* Now good-bye for a little.—Your own loving 
“MM. 





“ Kelso, May 13, 1844, 

“My pantowa R——,— I have just received your 
dear letter, and hasten to answer it. I praise owr God 
for what He has done for you ; I praise Him for makivg 
you more entirely satisfied with Jesus. There is no 
one like Him, His love is unchanging, and that we. 
cannot say of the love of any other in heaven or on 
earth. I think God is evidently weaning you and me 
from things below, and though it may be painful just 
now, like the plucking out of a right eye, yet we shall 
one day together praise Him for all His dealings, We 
shall praise Him for every pang. Not one, we shall then 
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pee, could have been spared. Ob, I don’t know Jesus 
at all! Will you pray, dear R., that my visit here may 
ead me nearer Jesus; that it may lead me to make 
Him my all in all, my Beloved? that I could lean 
my weary sinful heart on that bosom which never beats 
but with love unutterable to poor degraded sinners ! 
He loves sinners ; and you and J are sinners ; let us put 
in our claim as such, and say, ‘Jesus, my own Jesus, 
thou lovest sinners, thou lovest me;’ and do not let us 
doubt it. What a heart Jesus has! No human being 
would bear with us as He does, Earthly friends look 
coldly on us when we elight their love ; but, after wo 
have tried every earthly cistern, after we have ‘ played 
the harlot with many lovers,’ Jesus says, ‘ Yet return 
unto me.’ It is wonderful! Surely the love of Christ 
passeth knowledge. 

«J—— and 1 have had some sweet meetings to- 
gether. At five yesterday it was peculiarly sweet. God 
geemed go near while J-—- was praying, that after sabe 
was done, I could hardly speak ; I felt afraid to dis- 
turb the sweet calm the presence of Jesus shed over us. 

“On Sabbath evening Mr Bonar preached on thia 
text, ‘Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven,’ 
He anid the reason that the earth was so miserable was, 
that there were eo many wills; but that in heaven 
there was but one will, and that one God's, © that my 
will were conformed to His in ali things! 

“T have got a district here, R., dear, pray for me 
that I may be enabled to speak to the people in it, 
and that during the short time Iam here I may win 
some souls. Ob, if I could win but one/ Pray, pray 
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for the Spirit, the life-giving Spirit, to water the seed 
sown by such a feeble hand !” 


« Kelso, May 27, 1844, 

“ My pastive B,—I got your letter as usual, on my 
return from Mrs H——'s meeting. O how I longed 
for you to be with us! —— prayed, and I always 
enjoy it whon sho does, for she has such a sweet, con- 
fiding spirit. She prays like s child pleading with a 
tender and loving father ; and the nearer she gets to 
Him, the more confiding she becomes. You seo what 
& loving Being our God is, for the nearer we get to Him, 
and the more we know of Him, we are the less afraid, 
‘His perfect love, shed abroad in our hearts, caste out all 
our fear, 

“Tsee more and more (and perhaps this is the blessed 
Yesson I am to learn here) that it is our simply looking 
to Jesus aa ungodly, empty sinners, that is to make us 
what these dear friends here are. Let us look at 
Him too, nothing doubting, and we shall grow as they 
do; there is nothing to hinder it. None of our out- 
ward trials need hinder it ; on the contrary, they are 
the means of growing in grace. They lead us more to 
Jesus ; and everything that does that, whatever it be, 
is a blessing. Oh! pray that I may come back to you 
mote emptied of self, and more filled with Jeaus, in 
whom dwelleth all the fulnom of the Godhead bodily.” 


« Kelso, Bay 1844, 
“ My own pean R——,—I was so glad to get your 
letter to-day. I do think God is weaning you and me 
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from everything but Himself. Let God's will be done ; 
ob, let His blessed, loving will be ours! I think He 
sees that we do not find af our happiness in Himself, 
and He knows, as you say, that no other joy can fill us, 
and He therefore, in mercy and tender love, takes 
away from ua our broken cisterns, Let us, as dear 
‘Mrs H——— prayed this morning, be always drink- 
ing at the well of fres grace; let us trust to the 
steadfast lave of God ; let us get our souls filled with 
that love which many waters cannot quench, and we 
ehall have no relish for earthly things, at 
“TI do not feel happy in my soul just now. You 
must pray that the Spirit would come to me, and 
shew me Jesus ; for ob, I am such a dry branch in the 
midgt of so many living branches !” 


“ Keloo, June 4, 1844. « 

“My panting R——,—I intended to have written 
to you sooner, but I could not, for I took such a long- 
ing to go snd speak to old Limy, that I could not do 
anything else, Oh! B., I never yearned over any 
soul as I do over hers. If you ouly saw her, old and 
frail, and blind both in body and in soul; weeping 
when I speak to her of Jesus, and struggling, aa it were, 
to see,—it would melt a heart of stone. 7 

“T have been about two hours with her to-day read- 
ing and praying, and urging her to come to Jesus. 
She says she has been very miserable and anxious since 
T came to her, and that she is now much happier, and 
hes no fear. I wonder if she has really come to Jesua! 
I said to her, ‘Do you feel happier now?’ and she 
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replied, ‘Ob, my heart just burns within me!’ She 
says that Jesus is.all love together. Surely he has seen 
Him! She asked me to-day to give her one of our 
hymn-books, that she might read it, and think of me 
when I should be away ; 80 I shall take har one to- 
morrow. 1 told her that I should probably go home 
ina week, and he said so sorrowiully, ‘ And willI never 
eee you any more 1” 

“T could not stand it, and we both wept together. 
How sweet it would be to met her before the throne! 
Ig it not worth my coming here, if I win a soul to Je- 
sus !—here, where I first cared for Him myself! Last 
night, at the prayer-meeting, Mrs —~ came and sat 
down beside me, and said, ‘ I am so glad to become ao- 
quainted with another lamb of the flock ; it is some one 
mote to pray for, and to love.’ Was it not kind of her? 
She went with me to some of my people, and spoke 
‘vory aweetly to them, and prayed with them. I wish 
Thad such compassion for souls as she has !” 


* Kelso, June 6, 1844, 
“Myr pantie R—,—Your tidings about ——'s 
‘illness have made me sick at heart. My only comfort 
is thia, ‘He doeth all things well.’ This is a heavy 
trial, May it lead us closer to our loving and holy 
Saviour ; everything is a blessing that does that, I 
have sometimes such sorrow, that I wonder my heart 
does not break ; yet I feel that it is well to be tried, for 
Tam Jed more to Jesus then. Sorrow has often driven 
me to Him, when I might otherwise not hava felt so 
much need of Him. I think I have learnt many 4 
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valuable lesson in this place. 1 cannot tell you 
all in # letter, but if spared to meet, I shall tell you 
much. Everything seems to make this Scripture ring 
in your ears and mino—' Cease ye from man’ 1 don't 
think we have either of us found our ali in Jesus, and 
I don't think He will let us alone till we do. He will 
prove to us that all else is an empty cistern; and it is 
@ difficult lesson to learn, but a needful one. I was 
thanking Him this morning for every pang that has 
ever passed through these weary hearts of our Ob! 
RB, it will soon be over, aud then we shall be where 
Jesus is ali in all, and where there shall be no more 
sorrow nor sighing nor sin. Mr Bonar spoke last 
night from this verse— And to Jesus, the Mediator 
of the new covenant.’ He said that the neme by 
which Jesus is known in heaven is, ‘The Lamb 
that was slain.” In heaven His praises are sung 
as the Lamb that was slain. The Father looks upon- 
Him well pleased as the Lamb that was slain ; angels 
praiso Him as the Lamb that was slain ; and the re- 
deemed praise Him as the Lamb that was slain for them. 
And then he spoke about the freeness of the gospel, 
‘the new covenant,’ The Father says—‘Are you 
satisfied with what Christ has done?—then come.’ 
There is nothing for you to do but to draw near. 
Jesus bas done ail, and the Father is satisfied ; are yout 
Is it not simple? = was thinking this morning of what 
‘Mr Roberteun once said at a communion, and it seemed 
80 comforting :—‘ Looking to yourself, how can you 
presume? Lvoking to Jesus, koto can you doubt #* You 
ahould go to the table on Sabbath, my beloved, ‘looking 
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unto Jess,’ aiid then you can have no doubt. I shall 
meet you there in epirit. I have been asking that His 
banner over you may be love. Would it not be awest 
to spend our lives in the service of Jesus, and then to 
spend eternity in His blessed presence? Iam going te 
pee Mrs ——; © that T may be able to speak 8 word 
to her soul! I shall not likely ever soo her again. 
Ah! when J hear she is dead, how I shall wish I had 
spoken! Mr Bonar called to-day, and he says he is 
hopeful about my old Limy. Tenot that good? Ihave 
no more to tell you, so I shall stop—I am ever your 
own dear «u—” 


« P—, June 15, 1844. 
“My own paar J~—,— I arrived safo in P- 
and onos more sit down to write to yor... . I saw 
J—— in Edinburgh before I came down ; she is pretty 
well, 0 that she know Jesus, the sympathising Jesus ! 
She would be happy in the midst of all her trials. 
Pray, dear, that BR. and I may be enabled to walk 
wisely, faithfully, and lovingly amongst them. that I 
oould only care for their souls! BR. and I want to get 
more of the feeling of pilgrime than we have evar had ; 
it would be blessed if we were not of the world, even 
as Christ was not of the world. ... We ought to 
thank our loving Father for permitting us to have so 
many sweet meetings as we had, for I am sure God has 
often met with us when we have been together. We 
must moet now in spirit, and ob, I trust Jesus will 
always be with ua! I thought of you and dear Mrs 
H-— today at eleven, and asked that you might be 
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snuck blessed. . . , I wish I could write you a letter 
(full of Jeeus; but oh! 1 have such a cold heart, and I 
know nothing of Him. I do long to know Him, to ba 
intimately soquainted with Him! 1 long to be at 
home; thin earth seems sometimes like hell I cannot 
etand it. No one cares for God, or speaks ef Him, or 
seeks to glorify Him, I wish Jesus was glorified. I 
shouldn't care for myself, I think, if only He got the 
glory due to His holy and blesed name. I mut live 
for Jesus, and I must live near Him, else this earth will 
indeed be a wilderness. R. and I had » very preciows 
meeting last night, Jesus was very near; and oh! 
‘He was #0 loving, I felt as if I could not have any ftar. 
His perfect love cast out all our fears.” ' 


“ June 20, 1844. 
“Daz B—-,—I have often, often thought of you 
ance J left, and fancied us together in our little room, 
‘where we so often met oar holy Saviour, and had such 
aweet communion with Him and with one another. 
This is Thursday, and I think I see you all in tho dear 
school-room, you and dear, dear Mra H——, and my 
beloved ; and, in short, I just wish I could join you. 
Last Thursday, at this hour, I was there too. You 
must ask for me that I may improve all the precious 
privileges I then enjoyed. I do not feel eternal things 
so near here as I did in Kelso. I often felt in 4 
heavenly atmosphere, apd I almost felt, when I arrived 
here, as if I had come out of heaven ; but I have Jesus 
wherever I go, and He is ‘the same yesterday, to-day, 
and yor ever.’ Is it not blessed to think that He never 
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changes! We often change, and when we do, wo 
are apt to think that He changes too, but that can 
never be, He loves us with an unchanging love, with 
a love that can bear rejection. Iam often with worldly 
people here, and it is 20 refreshing, after so much 
worldlineas, to. get away to the throne of grace, and tell 
Jesus that in Him alone is there any real joy or pesoo. 
‘Wheat place heaven will be, where there will be no- 
thing but Jesus, where there will be no need of the 
tun to lighten, for the ‘ Lamb is the light thereof,’ and 
where we shall for ever sing, ‘ Worthy is the Lamb!’ 
‘That is the new song which wo shall sing in heaven ; 
but we must learn it on earth. Do you remember how 
you used to say you wanted to sing it now? Dear 
friend, I hope we both find it awect to esy, even now, 
‘Worthy is the Lamb; not we are worthy, but He is 
worthy. Let us plead the worthiness of His own Son 
with the Father. Looking on us in Him, He sees no 
iniquity in us. Ho says, ‘ Zhou art all fair,’ and then 
we can call Him ‘Abba, Father.’ When you go to 
seo dear old Liszy, ask her, from me, if she can say 
‘Abba, Father’ yet. I hope your visits will be blest 
both to her and you, for I find I often get good to my 
own soul when speaking to another about Jeaus.” 


-, June 28, 1844, 
“My own setov J—~—To-day R and I have 
& very quiet house, as they are all from home but our- 
eelves; and I am glad of the quiet opportunity of hav- 
ing a talk with my own sister in the Beloved. 1 only 
wish my heart were in as quiet a state, calmly resting 
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on the bosom of my Lord; bat many etorm Satan 
and sin raise in this weary soul of mine ; yet, beloved 
one, is it not sweet to think of that voice which, though 
0 amall and still, can hush to silence the wildest storm, 
saying, ‘Peace, be still’? O that I only knew Jeeus 
really and truly! It gave me much pleasure to hear 
about Mrs B——. I have been thanking God on ber 
behalf, and praying that the child may be His child. 
Tt was very kind of her to think of me at such a time. 
. .. Tthought my heart would break when I turned 
and gave you my last look. © to be away, where 
parlings will never be known, nor sorrow of any kind! 
I sometimes think there is really nothing else but 
sorrow here. There is one sorrow that we three used 
toshare together in that dear room—that so few whom 
we loved cared about Jesus, I wish I could pray more 
and more believingly for them; but I often get hope- 
less, when I see no change whatever. The world is 
much in their thoughts, too, at this time, owing to 
——'s marriage; everything is the world. They never 
oak, will Jesua be at itt Poor——, we must remember 
her much at this time. I wish, dear, you would ask 
for RB. and me, that we may not be carried away by the 
worldliness around us; for oh! J feel, at least, how 
soon epiritual things fade away, and worldly thoughts 
fill my heart. We took M—— with us to church on 
Sabbath, and we had # most beautiful sermon from Mr 
Robertson in the afternoon on this text: ‘ Wherefore, 
He is able to save them to the uttermost,’ &o. It was 
all Jesus together; I just wondered why everybody did 
not coms to such a Saviour—so able, so loving, so 
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tender. Surely such sermons will be blest. This is 
Tuesday. 1 had immense pleasare in remembering you 
all at the meeting this morning. You must tell mea, 
when you write, how you get on at these precious 
meetings ..... But I am getting away from the 
Master to the servants, and that won't do. Do you 
remember Mr A. Bonar saying ‘Master,’ so often? 
He js a sweet Master; and I ehould like to sit with 
Mary at His feet, and learn of Him who is meok and 
lowly in heart, So you still have your text—‘ Many 
‘waters cannot quench love.’ It is a wonderful text in- 
deed. I am glad you find it so supporting. I wish 
the Spirit would write it ou my heart also... .. And 
now, my own beloved one, may Jesus be with you, and 
shine into your soul at all times, and fill you with the 
love which many waters cannot quench.” 


« P—, July 28, 1844, 
“My own BELovED J——, —You must ask tis, that 
Satan may not be permitted to make me give up pray- 
ing, for I sometimes think he will. I am go tempted 
at these times, that I dread when the hour comes, How 
einful to dread going to speak to Jesus ;—to dread 
going to tell our merciful High Priest all my sorrows, 
when Hoe says, ‘Fear not, it ie I; be not afraid.’ But I 
think that Satan does vs good, for he often drives us 
into the fold when we would not go of ourselves... .. 
Oh! J~~—-, my beloved one, there is nothing in this 
world like the presence and the favour of God—' our 
own God’ ‘In Thy presence is fulness of joy, and in 
‘Thy favour is life,’ 1 often think, if I were not so sloth- 
P 
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ful, I should have more of heaven on earth than I have. 
I have not self-denial enough. I want to be an ‘un- 
common Christin;’ but then I forget that we can only 
‘be that by uncommon effort. Not that anything we do 
has any merit; but then we cannot get the blessing 
‘unless we use the means; and I am often unwilling to 
do that. I am too lazy; I should pray more, and read 
more searchingly, and deny myself in many ways,;-by 
rising earlier, by avoiding useless conversation, worldly 
company, and many things which are hurtful to the 
soul. I think we might grow more, What a dishon- 
our I am to Christ! His love must be free, or it would 
never reach me. How glad I am that you have got 
my district! it is so sweet to think my people will now 
have you visiting them. You will have my poor peti- 
tions, my beloved, that your labours may be blest; 
your district bas always a claim upon me, and now it 
will have a double one, and you will be obliged to go 
to dear old Lizzy. Oh! Iam so glad. You must win 
that soul, and I won't be jealous if she is yours. May 
the Lord go with you always; may you always any, 
‘Come with me, my Beloved; and you know if you 
ask you will receive. You must always tell me how you 
get on. The old woman who lives above Lizzy was 
ill when I left; is she better!—and the sick girl, is ahe 
alive yet, poor thing? . .. . R and I went to hear 
Mr B. on Monday evening. We met E—— and her 
sister there, Miss M—— tells me she is still seeking 
Jems, Oh! J—, that you and J could tall each 
other such glad news! Nore here are secking Him. I 
fear I am guilty of their blood, for I neither pray for 
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them nor seck their conversion as I ought. 0 for the 
Spirit! What a difference it makes when the trana- 
forming Spirit of Jesus comes toa soul! I often wish, 
when I see the fine showers that make all nature look 
so fresh, and make everything grow, that the Spirit 
would come into my soul like ‘showers that water the 
earth’... . E—— tells me that Mr Hay has got 
charge. I hope he will be blest, and made a bleming 
to those to whom he ie going. He will be zealous and 
faithful, I am sure, As minister, he is one of Christ's 
own chosen ones, go that he must be blessed. I wish I 
could take your text, ‘Be not faithless, but believing.” 
What wonders we might do if we had but faith; we 
could say to every mountain, ‘Be thou removed,’ and 
it would be done. I sometimes despair of ever being 
able to do anything; but with God nothing is impos- 
sible, What a blessing it is that we are helpless! 
‘That may sound etrange, but only to those who do not 
know tho blessedness of leaning all their weight upon 
‘the mighty God.’ Jesus says, ‘Ye can do nothing; 
therefore He must do al, and then He will have ail the 
glory; and I am sure that is a sweet thought. 

“The last sentence in your dear letter was very sweet, 
to me: ‘He will never fail you.’ It’s like a rock to 
lean on. Oh! J--—, I shall be glad when tho fight 
is all over, and when we are all at rest ; then we shall 
never have another unbelieving thought, nor a single 
thing that will vex us in any way, when we shall stand 
on the sea of glass, and feel for ever the calm of a par- 
doned breast |—there is nothing calm here. . . . . And 
now, once more, farewell, my beloved friend; may the 


228 ‘PROGRESS IW 1844, 


etrong arms of Jesus be ever underneath you, and hold 
you up at all times.” 
« August 6, 1844. 

“My peares? B——,—‘Then were the disciples 
glad when they saw the Lord!’ ‘That was all they 
needed to make them glad, and that is all we need, just 
‘to wee Jesus. We often look into our own hearts to 
try to get materials to make us glad from them ; but 
wo oan never succeed ; it is the sight of the heart of 
Jeeus that makes us full of joy. 

“We look into His heart, and see that it is full of 
love even to the chief of sinners, and when we believe 
that love, we cannot help being glad ; and if we always 
did this, we abould always be glad; but, alaa! we are 
always looking at ourselves, and then I am sure it is no 
wonder we get dark end sorrowful. In our own hearts 
we sea nothing but sin and ingratitude to Jesus, not- 
withstanding all His love to us, and then wo get dis- 
couraged, and think Jesus cannot still love us ; bat we 
forget He loves sinners; that is our claim upon Him, 
that we are sinners, and that He died for sinners, so that 
our sing should humble us, but never make us afraid to 
go to Jesus, aud say to Him, ‘ Lord, thou lovest me.’ 
“Truth, Lord, I am a sinner, but Thou lovest sinners,’ 
* While wo were yet sinners, Christ died for us.’ From 
the beginning to the end of our journey, all our boast 
must be the free love of God, all our trust must be in 
that ; andit is that alone which will ever give us a real 
heart-batred of sin. How can we cin against free love 
—anmerited Jove! I think that just in proportion as 
we dwell in the free love of our ‘ Wonderful’ Saviour, 
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we ahall become holy. When we are doubting His Jove, 
‘wecannot desire to be holy ; we cannot get on in any- 
thing. I remember, a long time ago, our dear minister 
paying that it was easy to doubt and sin, but that we 
could not believe and sin ; and I feel it is true. Is it 
not strange that we will not believe in God's frea love 1 
He does not want anything from us but just to trust 
Him, and then we shall get on ; but wo refuse to do 
it, at least we refuse to do it entirely, unreservedly, in the 
fave of all our eins.” 


= Auguat 19, 1844, 

“T hope you had a sweet day yesterday in God’s house ; 
it is the swectest place on this sorrowful earth when 
‘the Lord makes His presence felt ;” but it is dreary 
without that. Ob! think what a place heaven will be, 
where there is no need of a temple—where we shall have 
Jesus himself, and therefore shall need no ordinances to 
bring Him near; we shall not even need the sweetest 
of all ordinances, His own Supper, in order to remember 
Him; for how can we forget Him when our eyes shall 
never for one moment be off His blessed faco? Ah! 
my eyes are often off Him now, and then I always get 
into din. I am not getting on, dearest ; but I won't 
write about myself, for it would only make you sorrow- 
full, and I like you to be glad. . . . I told M—— what 
, you said about slight ilinesses. Ho is, indeed, a God of 
infinite love, and it is a very grievous thing to think 
how continually we doubt that loving heart. I re- 
member a time when I thought I could never distrust 
Him ; but there is a wonderful change now, for 1 feel 
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as if I could not trust Him, Is this getting on?... 
It is very painful to feel dead in the midst of sach 
proofs of love ; but it is blessed to know that it ia not 
our love, but the love of our Master, that is to serve us 
in the end, and to feed our souls. Even now, our 
feelings are really nothing sach as we ought to have, 
How much we ought to feel !—but there is no merit in 
our feelings. Christ is all/—weare completein Him, I 
had no joy either ; I felt scarcely anything till we were 
singing the hymn at the end, and then I felt it was 
swoet to praise Jesus, and thought how much sweeter 
it would be to praise Him at the table above. You will 
be there, too, my own beloved, and that is a sweet 


thought.” 
“ September 3, 1844. 

“My pgargst B——,—I have taken a great longing 
toknow more about our dear Redeemer ; for, though it is 
very strange, I seem to know less of Him now than I 
did at first. It is said, ‘To them that believe, He is 
precious ;’ but oh! dear friend, I do not find Him thus 
precious. I wish, when you write, you would tell me 
what makes Him most precious to you, because I often 
think that I just love Him because He is such a loving, 
Kind, holy Being, not because of what He has done for 
me, and that often troubles me. Does it ever trouble 
you? But I daresay you won't understand what I 
mean, for I seem to be like no one else. I do little, 
little for Jesus, and I seem to do less every day. 0 to 
be w living, fruit-bearing branch! I think if I were to 
die now, I should be ashamed to look at Jesus, after 
living such a useless life. Will you pray for me, dear 
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friend, that I may get a double portion of the life-giving 
Spirit} How bleased it will be when we shall not have 
to complain any longer of a cold sinful heart, and when 
Christ's blessed face will never more be hidden from our 
view! I am often weary of this earth, but J am more 
weary of myself than of anything else. Ask Lizzy, with 
my love, if she can say, ‘One thing T know, that where- 
as I was blind, now J see.” 


., September 17, 1844, 

* T often long now io be away. Whenever I get the 
least glimpse of Jesus, everything else appears 80 poor, 
so vain ; but I very seldom behold Him. I am gene- 
rally in great heaviness; I don't understand it, J-——'s 
text bas been very sweet to me. It is sweet to think 
that Jesus must give the power to obey every command 
He gives, so that when He says, ‘Be strong,’ we may 
rest assured He will make us strong, There was an- 
other blessed word I got to-day. ‘ Wait, I say, on the 
Lord ; be of good courage, and he shall strengthen 
thine heart.’ It is very blessed when you can, in some 
measure, plead His own pledged word and say, ‘Thou 
hast said it, and therefore thou wilt do it. Why do 
we find it 80 difficult to believe that God will do any- 
thing for us, when we know what Ho hasalready done? 
Oh, it is strange! He has given Jesus, and the greatest 
blessing we can now ask is as nothing in comparison. 
I foel as if He could not do such things for me, a poor 
sinner. Tf it were for my sake, I might despair, but you 
know it is not my vile name I plead with the Father ; 
it is His, whose name is ‘as ointment poured forth;’ itia 
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the sweet name of our sinless Jesus that I bring. Why, 
then, do doubt # RB. and I were in town last Sabbath, 
and heard Mr Charles Brown all day ; it was sll Jesus 
together. Iam very fond of him. I wish we could 
always go to hear him, for our own ministar is ao often 
prevented from preaching by illness. But Jesus knows 
what our souls really need, and ‘ He will provide ;* if 
our Heavenly Father knoweth that we have need of 
things for our perishing bodies, and has told us not to 
‘be careful, but trust it all to Him, surely we may apply 
this to spiritual things which He knows to be a0 much 
more needful. You must join us in praying, beloved ' 
one, that if we leave this place, we may be led where we 
shall hear one of His own people. .. . Could we but 
eee God’a loving design in all our trials, how we should 
praise Him{ All His aim is the salvation of our 
precious souls, and His own glory therein; and should 
wo not believe, though we cannot see as yet, that all is love, 
pure, unmixed, unmerited love Tam very much inte- 
rested just now in———. He is very ignorant about God 
and eternal things ; he often says he cannot understand 
a thing ; he seems not to know anything about God's 
dealinga with the soul, or about the way of salvation. 
T bad some interesting conversation some days ago 
with him about the gospel (O that he knew it !); and 
when I, in my poor feable way, tried to abew him what 
‘the gospel was, he said he did not understand me at all 
‘How true it is, that the natural man receiveth not the 
things of the Spirit of God! . . . Write soon, and tell 
te if you are happy in the love of Jesus.” 
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4 P—, September 27, 1844, 
“My pxcovep Fatenp,—This is the third time I have 
addressed you since I got your letter. ... R. and I 
have just been calling on two of God’s dear children 
{O how I love them all !—there is nothing like a 
Christian). There area Mr and Mra —, very pious 
people, which is not often the case amongst the rich. 
They have taken a house here for a year, on purpose to 
do good ; and he hasa meeting cvery Sabbath evening. 
You must pray for a blessing on our intercourse, my 
own darling. . . . We met another child of Jesus to- 
day—how old, do you think? Ninety! She isa dear old 
body. We are to go and see her often. I sometimes 
think there are more of the Lord’s hidden ones in this 
place than we think. Will you plead with us for a 
shower of the Spirit to give efficiency to this new 
means of grace? Without that he will labour in vain.” 


« P——, October 8, 1844, 

“My BeLoveD J——,—This morning I felt a little 
happier than usual, and felt the Word come to me with 
some sweetness, when R. came into the room, and paid, 
“To-day’s txt is, “They shall sing in the ways of the 
Lord ;”* and it seemed the very text I should have 
chosen. Would it not be aweet if we could always sing, 
sing praise, a8 ‘the beloved M‘Cheyne’ mays? He is 
singing now, and he will never cease, day nor night, 
Ab! be has no vile body of sin and death to damp his 
joy or to make him sing less sweetly : he sees Jeaus, 
and he is dike Him, and he needs no more to make his 
cup run over throughout eternity. 
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© Do you ever feel this, that the bare thought of God 
makes a thrill of gladness to run through you? I 
often wonder if it is a right feeling to have, for it ofan 
damps my gladness when the thought comes across me, 
—but am I interested in Him? Do I feel grateful for 
what he has done? And I know I am not grateful as 
T should be at all; still 1 cannot help being happy 
when I think of Jesus, whatever becomes of me. Oh} 
won't it be blessed to see Him glorified as He ought to 
be? served without sin by all His people? Won't it 
be sweet to seo every one bowing at the name of Jesus? 
« + + One thing I know, I could not spend eternity 
away from Him. I would rather be absent from you 
for ever, dearly as I love you; but my heart is very 
deceitful, and I may be deceiving myself. How awful 
that would be! I am most afraid of my feelings, for 
they are naturally warm, and I may think that that is 
grace; but then it is not nafural, alas! to love Jesus ; 
and He alone, I think, can have taught me in any 
meagure to do it”... . 


“ October 25, 1844. 

“ My zeroven Frienp,—Your last letter made me 
very glad. 1 cannot bear when any of Christ's dear 
people are not rejoicing in Him. It is our own sin 
when we are not. The sun is always shining brightly, 
though our sins mey raise up 2 cloud that hides Him 
from our view. Ys it not wondrous Jove in Jesns, to 
choose you and me when many better than we are 
Jeft out? I often say, ‘Why me, Lord? why me?’ I 
am getting on very slowly, if at all, in the divine life. 
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How ashamed I should be if you saw my heart! and 
yet Jesus knows it all; but if I be indeed washed in 
His blood, He sees no spot even in me, Oh, I eome- 
times have such a happy feeling coming up in my heart 
when I think of Jesus! This has been a sweet verse to 
me often: ‘They looked to Him and were lightened ;’ 
just as if whenever we felt sorrowful we thought of 
Josas, and immediately were lightened. We have much 
to make us sorrowful here, but we shall never know 
sorrow in Immanuel’s land. { shall be eo glad to see 
you there, You will never come there, and tell me you 
are not so happy to-day! You will always be in His 
presence, and in that blessed presence is ‘fulness of 
joy?" 
“ P——,, October 29, 1844. 

“What a day we had on Sabbath! I can hardly 
write to you, I am so very, very happy. Will you praise 
Him for me, for He has indeed put ‘a new song into 
my mouth.’ I feel as if this were a new world alto- 
gether : everything breathes Jove, unutterable, wondrous 
love. I think, if over I tasted the joy that is wngpeak- 
able and fall of glory, it was on that blessed day; and 
ever since, I cannot pray, I can only praix, And yet 
I cannot praise. Oh, help me! I seem to hear no- 
thing but Jesus saying, ‘I loved thee, and gave Myself 
for thee.’ The truth about our precious Saviour is 20 
new, so fresh, and so inexpressibly sweet, I wonder the 
whole world does not believe. Jesus ia indeed ail; 
and the Father is satisfied in Him, end with all who 
come by Him. The Father seems to love me, because 
Ho loves His own well-beloved Son, 
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“D mt you remember how I was always mying that 
I did not know Jesus at all, and that I was sure I 
always went to the Father without Him? But now, 
how different! Jesus is a to me, Oh] J——, is 
it indeed truet I can aay, ‘who loved me, and gavo 
Himself for me.’ Oh, praise Him, praise! What can 
1do for His glory! I can do nothing but say, ‘ Here 
am I, Lord; send me.’ It is so sweet to think of Jesus 
standing in my room and being my righteousness, my 
wisdom, and my strength! How I longed for you on 
Sabbath! What have I been doing for three yearat I 
never felt as I do now. Surely it is not a delusion! 
Satan often makes me afraid; but Jesus is mine, and 
he cannot burt me now. 

Will you pray muck for me just now? Iam almost 
afraid of the state I am in; and I am so afraid of going 
back, and I am afraid of being uplifted; and, ob, pray 
that I may walk worthy of such Saviour! I wish 
very much that you would write to me very soon, and 
tell me what I should do, I seem in a kind of dream. 

“We heard Mr A. B. on the Saturday, and liked 
him very much. It was tho eame text he had for one 
of his table-services at Kelso—* If there be any consola- 
tion in Christ.’ He said there is nothing so certain as 
that there is consolation in Christ. Mr Moody Stuart's 
text was Isaiah iv. 2, about Jesus being the Branch, 
It was what he said about that, that gave me such 
peace, and such sweet, sweet views of Jesus. He said, 
that the Father, as it were, tasted the fruit of the glo- 
rious branch, and that He mid, ‘ Je ie enough, I am 
satigied.’ Oh? darling, is there not peace in itt and 
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does it not make Jesus precions? O that He were 
more precious to me! . - . I need again, I am sure, to 
‘beg your pardon for such an egotistical letter; but I 
smust tell you what the Lord has done for my soul. 
Good-night, my beloved; may Jesus ever be near you, 
and say to you, ‘Fear not, I have redeemed thes.” 
» « » E have sach yearnings to be a real Christian; but 
it is difficult; the old man is very strong. ...,. 
How soon tho time will come when we shall never 
again have to complain that we are cold and lifeless | 
The minister at our table spoke about this text— 
“What ! could ye not watch with me one hour?’ He 
said it is but one short hour, and then we shall be in 
Tmmannuel’s land. We have a great work to do, and 
ob, what a little time to do it in! ‘Let us, therefore, 
not sleep as do others.” I should like if I could really 
live for eternity. Eternity is everything, 1 wish, with 
you, I could get deeper views of sin; but just now I 
can see nothing but that Jesus is perfect, and that He 
is all in all; and yot it is a sight of Josus that shews 
us our ains, I know little of anything; but Jesus is 
tay wisdom. Do you know, He seems a new Jesus to 
me? and yet He is not new. 0 to be kept from dis- 
honouring Him! . . I have written such a long letter, 
that I have hardly left myself time to speak of our dis- 
trict. © that Limy would really come to Jesus! Tell 
her from me that God is satisfied with His beloved 
Son, and that He requires nothing from her but just 
that she bring Jesus in her arms, and pléad His pamo, 
and she is sure to be accepted. Don’t think that Iam 
#0 conceited as to pretend to tell you what to say to 
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her; but I want to send her a message, for I do love 
her. How I should like to accompany you on your 
rounds once more! but I must follow you with my 
poor prayers. I am much interested in your meeting ; 
remember the sweet promise— Where tro or three are 
gathered together, there am I in the midst.’ May 
you see much fruit, beloved one!—Ever your loving 
friend.” 


~, November 6, 1844, 

“ My setovep JI——,— . . . ._I feel how much 
grace I need at present; there is ao much of the world 
going on amongst us, that it is very difficult to realise 
unseen things, I often find this line of a hymn coming 
into my mind— 0 for a closer walk with God!” Iam 
afraid of getting like those meant by the thorny ground 
hearers; so many earthly things come in to choke the 
Word. © for grace to be kept from falling! but ‘He 
is able to keep us from falling;* blessed be His holy 
name! I often wish I were safe in heaven; but that 
is sinful; He can keep me as safe in the wilderness as 
He can in heaven, if I only “an on Him; and then 1 
ought to wish to bring sinnersto Him. 0 that J could! 
—what can Ido? I long to be a living disciple, but I 
touch fear Iam s fruitless one... .. I am not 20 
happy as when I last wrote to you; but Jesus is aiill 
the same, and His work is as precious, and as sufficient 
in the Father's eyes, as it ever wes. We must not 
depend on anything in such poor changeable creatures 
a8 we are; but when we do get a sight of Jesus, it is 
terrible to lose Him again. How blessed it will bo 
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when we shall never for one moment have His face 
hidden from us!” 
November 22, 1844, 

“My sxovep——,— We have only a few letters to 
write now, dear friend, and then we shall meet, never 
more to be separated, in that blessed place where we 
shall not need to write, for we shall see one another face 
to face, Perhaps we may have that joy once more even 
here, but, oh! everything here is alloyed. Even at the 
communion table we are reminded that we are still 
confined to this body of sin and death, I was, as you 
supposed, very happy at the table, and my joy came 
from a very blessed view the Lord gave me that Jesus 
had done everything, and that the Father is now well 
pleased with ai who come in the name of His dear Son. 
T cannot describe to you what I felt, but it seemed 
something I had never seen before; and oh! it was so 
pweet, and it made Josus eo very precious, and every- 
thing seemed to breathe Jove, It was a very wonderful 
time, I think many must have got a blessing that 
day, Jesus was evidently set forth crucified in the 
midst of us; and He was with us, ‘The doors being shut, 
Jesus came in and said, Peace be unto youl’ You say 
truly, the peace is not ours, and, therefore, we cannot 
impert it to another. It is His peace, Does He not 
pay, ‘ My peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto 
you’? 0 to be filled with this peace, ‘which passeth 
understanding!’ What must heaven be, when a drop 
of it ia 80 sweet, go filling! This is heaven—this one 
sentence—‘ So shall we ever be with the Lord.’ Don't 
you think so? often wonder what sort of s place it 


240 PROGRESS DN 1844. 


' will be; but Jesus will be there; Z know He will, and 
that is enough—that makes it heaven. His presence 
would make hel heaven, I think, but Ho is not there, 
and therefore it is hell. Should we not long to see 
brands plucked out of the burning? Should wo-not 
sock and pray that sinners may be saved from hell, and 
‘brought to heaven, where Jesus is? How little I care 
for souls! That often makes me fear I am no child of 
Jesus, for if I had His Spirit (if 1 have not his Spirit, 
I am none of His), should ¥ not, like Him, weep over 
sinners? Pray that I may be like Him in this, and 
pray that I may be made useful wherever Iam, I 
have much to do, I do not need to go and seek work ; 
but Tam idle, and alothful, and selfish, that it could 
be said of me, ‘She hath done what she could!” 

“ What a sweet thought that is, that we are not our 
own! How happy we ehould be if we could always 
carry it sbout with us, and how holy, too, for we could 
not ain 80 often if we thought, ‘I belong to s holy God, 
and my Father loves to see His child becoming daily 
more like His dear Son, my Elder Brother.’ 2. was 
saying yesterday that it was curious to notice bow like 
peopla got to one another, when they were much 
together. That shews us that if we were more with 
Jesus, we should grow more like Him. ‘ Beholding, as 
in a glass, the glory of the Lord, we are changed into 
the same image.’ And then, think of this wonderful 
‘verse, and can you help bursting into a shout of joy (— 
* We know that when He shall appear, awe shall be ike 
fm, for we shail eee Him as he iat’ No wonder that, 
when we ate presented jaultlees before the presence of 
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Bis glory, it is with excesdingjoy! Oht how we should 
yearn over « blind perishing world! Let us agree, dear 
friend, to pray particularly for missions at our Satur- - 
day meeting ; and, ob! ask that I maybe forgiven my 
awiul neglect in this matter. R. sends this text: * For 
yet a little while, and He that shall come will come, and 
will not tarry.” 


« P— ,, December 5, 1844. 

“My smove J——-,—How difierently do I feel 
now from what I did when I wrote to youl My joy is 
all away now ; but Jesus is still the same, and He still 
eays, ‘Look unto me and be ye saved ;’ ‘I will in no 
wise cast out.’ Blessed words! they have given peace 
to many @ weary soul.” 

“ December 11, 1844, 

“ My prarasr Frrenp,--You ask mo if the friend- 
chip of Jesus is not worth having, even if it terminated 
with this life. It ia indeed; it is tho only real enjoy- 
ment in this life to ‘know Fim,’ and the more we know 
of Him the moro we desire to know; yet I think wo 
should be sorry to part with Jesus at death—don’t yous 
—but, ah! if we are His, that will never be the casa; 
death, which separates us from all else, only unites us 
to Jeaus, never to part again! I am often much oast 
down just now; joy never lasts with me; I often feal 
constrained to say, ‘I have no might against this great 
multitude that is come upon me, neither know I what 
to do, but mine eyes are unto Thee.’ Do you remem- 
‘ber what Jonah said }— AN thy waves and thy billows 
are gone over me.” He was in great siraits, yet he mid, 
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* Yet will I look again towards Thy holy temple,’ To 
whom oan yowand J go but to Him? ‘ He is a very pre- 
sent help in every time of trouble’ It is blewed when 
‘we can hope against hope, and, in spite of everything, 
cast ourselves on Him, and say, ‘Thou hast said, him 
{any “him”) that cometh unto me, I will i no wise 
cast out.’ ‘Oh! these words are a rock. They are an 
answer to Satan and to the world, and to the whole 
host of our enemies put together (and I believe these 
are not 2 few); they cannot anewer these words, ‘ Him 
that cometh to He '—the Me is such a sweet word—and 
then, ‘In no wise’ I am very fond, too, of that part 
where Jesus says to the poor trembling woman, ‘Neither 
do I condemn thee; go, and sin no more.’ Oh! it is 
the frankness, the tender love of the pardon, that makes 
the command sweet, ‘Go, and sin no more.’ We find, 
then, that ‘His commandments are not grievous.’ I 
want to love Jesus more, but I cannot ; will you ask 
Him to teach me to love Him? I am afraid ofien I 
am not one of His, but he sys, ‘Come, and I will in 
no wise cast out,’ Oh! when shall I be any better? 
Do you ever feel like Jeremiah, who, I think it is, says, 
‘Thy words were good, and I did eat them’$ They 
are just like food sometimes, and they give you such a 
holy boldness in pleading. 1 sometimes foel just as if 
Jesus were smiling on me, when I bring His own words 
to Him in prayer, and esy, ‘ Lord, Thou hast said this, 
do as Thou hast said.’ I wonder we are ever unhappy 
when we have always such a God to go to, and euch 
exceeding great and precious promises to plead ; but, 
oh! our desperate unbelief ; it is this that spoils all. 
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¢ Lord, increase onr faith’—chould that not often be our 
prayer? R. and I are to be at a family meeting on 
Friday ; will you sak, dear, that we may be there for 
His glory and to-morrow week we are to be at the 
marriege of a dear friend of oure—a child of Jesus, 
‘You must remember us all on that day also. Give my 
love to dear old Lissy, and tell her Jesus says, ‘Him 
that comsth unto me, I will in no wise cast out’ I 
love har soul much, but Jesus loves it far more. Let 
her choose Jesus this day, that she may serve Him.” 


« P—, January 25, 1845. 

Tt is curious that I really get more ignorant about 
spiritual things every day, instead of knowing more! 
But perhaps that is to humble me ; perhaps God sees 
that even a little grace would make me proud. Alsat 
how I stand in my own light, and by my wickedness 
prevant evan a loving God from filling me as full as Ho 
longs todo! How sweet it would be to kneel together 
once more! But we must not quarrel with God’s pro- 
‘vidence ; its designs are as loving as the designs of His 
grace are ; all is right on His part, only we are blind. 
O for a simple childlike faith ;—to trust Him entirely, 
and to trust Him at all times! May He give us both 
this grace! There is a very nice family here, that I 
have known for some time, a man and his wife, and 
some little children ; very moral, but not pious ; and I 
ama very anxious to try to get up a littls meeting at their 
‘house once a week. I mean to read a chapter, and, if 
God enables me, try to say a few words about it some- 
times, and begin and end with prayer. I shall only 
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have ons or two poor women besides the woman of the 
house. I have told the woman to have only ono 
stranger the first day, in case my courage fail, but I 
may get more in time. I wish I saw how really weak 
I am, for then I should be obliged to lean on God. Will 
you ask this for me? I don’t want you so much to 
ask that I may be able to speak, as that I may be 
humbled, and then there will be less danger of there 
being 80 much of myself in this thing; perhaps the 
best thing would be, that my mouth be shut, then I 
might plead with Him to speak. I know you won't 
forget ma, 1 intend to go on the Wednesdays at three 
in the afterncon. Remember also our class on the 
Sabbaths at four ; for, now that it is getting lighter, we 
intend to take class each. . . . I sometimes feel euch 
a longing desire to be made of any wse in this world; 
but then, again, I am damped when I remember how 
very unworthy I am; I can scarcely belisve God will 
use me. Ie it not wonderful that God worke by such 
beings as 1% that He does not say, ‘Stand back, I 
can do without you"? And so He could; He does not 
need worms to aid Him in His mighty plans, but still 
he condescends to use us; and I wish he would use me, 
and make me willing towork. . . . How is Lizsy now? 
Is she born again yet? Tell her from me Christ mys, 
Yo must be born again.’—Farewell (I hate the word), 
aud believe me your loving friend.” 


4“ P—, January 28, 1845, 
“My vexy pass Friewp,—I should not have 
answered your weloome and kind letter quits 80 soon, 
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‘but that BR. and I are very anxious that you should 
join with us in praying about = minister to this place, 
for they are, I think, just abot. settling; and, oh! wo 
are 0 afraid lest mar should have the choosing, and not 
God. Oh! will you pray for us, dear Mrs H——- 
for it is a most important time this, so much depends 
on our getting a real manof God. And will you enlist 
ail our praying friends on this behalf? ‘Pray for us' 
—that is all I seem able to say. I feel it is in God's 
hands, It could not be in better ; and I am sure Ho 
will hear the ory of His poor needy children in this place, 
and also the sorrows of ChristJess souls here, and send 
one whom He will own and bless. It is not eo much 
on Rs account and mine that we are so anxious, for we 
are but two, and there are so many here needy, like ns; 
and there is much sorrow to us individually, connected 
with our getting » godly man here, because then we 
ahall have to leave our dear, dear pastor,* who has fed us 
with the bread of life for two years now ; and although 
we leave him to come to our church again, and to 
many edvantages connected with having our church 0 
near, still it ronst be painful to leave one we have liked 
so much. This is another proof that this is not our 
rest——it shews we are in the wilderness still. © that I 
were like pilgrim! . . . I have been ill again with 
my side, and had to put six leeches on; it is not well 
yet, either. Pray that this pain may be sanctified, It 
troubles me most when I kneel, which makes if more 
@ cross, a8 I always feel that I need all my strength 


She means Mr Bobarison of Maseiburgh, m whose munusizy she =0 
ouch dalighted, 
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then, We have been reading Zhs Night of Weeping, 
‘by Mr Bonar, [I may have many instructors in Christ, 
but I have but one father, and he is my spiritual father. 
May his own God reward him.—Farewell, my very 
dear friend, and believe me ever yours affectionately in 
the love of the only lovely One, Jeeus, God’s dear Son, 
and our dear Saviour.” 
# January 31, 1845. 

« My pzanper ——,—I daresay you will be thinking 
me very ungrateful for being so long in answering 
your fwo last letters, but I assure you it is not want 
of love, but want of time and want of spirituality that 
often prevents me writing when I would wish much to 
do it. Iam not getting on in the life of God, I feer, 
and I am afraid of infecting you with my doadnes. 
But ch! dear friend, it is my own sin if I do not get 
on; it is no want in Jesus. By the bye, I want to ask 
your prayers for one thing just now. BR. and I are 
writing some more little hymns for a book, and I am 
‘very anxious that you should pray for us, that we may 
‘be enabled to write them, and that they may be 
blest to some souls; for, remember, God can bless the 
feeblest means; and be sure to tell no one about it, I 
would not have told you, but that I want your prayers; 
and, dear friend, remember our Sabbath clases also, 
and our tract giving; and when you write, tell me 
what you want us to ask for you particularly, and we 
‘will remember it at our Saturday meeting. 

“ Monday, Sd February—Do you feel this, that when 
you are for any time with worldly people, you kee 
sight of spiritual things almost entirely? 1 foel this 
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very painfully, and I often my to BR, who «feels in 
the pame way, How are we to live in the world, if one 
day with them pute us all back? And then I fecl 20 
guilty, as if Christ were angry with me ; and when they 
speak about worldly things, and say, What is the harm 
of them? I begin to think there is not #0 much harm 
in them, and I oannot speak for Christ, or feel spirit- 
wally at all, I have been thinking a good deal to- 
night about poor old Limy. 1 am anxious about her, 
that she should come to Jesus, if she is not already 
His. Oht tell her to delay no longer, but to come 
now, for ‘all things are ready.’ Tell me about her 
when you write. How I should like to see her again! 
and sit beside her in her little room, reading the 
‘leased Bible to her. I wonder if I shall ever do that 
again |” 


“« P—., February 10, 1845. 

“My veer prak Mrs H——,—It is indeed a sweet 
kind of love, the love of Christians to one another. I 
hope Iam a Christian, and Iam sure of this, that I dearly 
Jove all God's dear people. Iam grieved to hear you have 
beon suffering so much from your head. I wieh I could 
bear the pain for you; but that would not do you any 
real good. We never get one pain too much to bear, for 
itis thehand of our Wider Brothe-—(what s thought, that 
‘Ho is really that!)—that applies every stroke, and He 
never does, and never will, afftict any of His children wifl- 
ingly. It is all for our profit, that we may be partakers 
of His holiness; and I am sore it is worth suffering 
anything, in order to attain to much & glorious end. And 
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then, is it not written that it is a Aight affliction, 
“end that it is bet for a moment? And then follows the 
“exoveding and eternal weight of glory.” O that the 
end were indeed come! I am afraid, dear friend, that 
Tam too impationt. It would be right if I longed to 
be with Jesus, but I fear it is more s feeling that then 
1 shall be done with sorrow.... The furnace He 
often puta us in is, I humbly trost, purging away our 
dross, and oh! not one particle of the pure gold, if 
there be indeed any, will be lost. Jesus is sitting 
watching the farnace; may He be with us in it! O 
that we may come forth as gold, prepared and fitted 
for the Master's use! I am sometimes, indeed always, 
cast down by seeing in me no growing likeness to Him 
~-no fruit of my trisls ; and they are pretty severe. Ix 
it not strange? Surely X must be more than usually 
earthly. Jesus has more trouble with me (if I may 
use the expression) than any one of His children. How 
Kind it is in Him to have anything to do with me at all! 
I think I may say— 
+ And whan Pm to die, receive me, TL ory; 
‘For Jeeus hath loved me, J cannot tall why.” 

‘ Bleased be the Lord, who daily loadeth us with benefits,’ 
‘We were yesterday once more permitted to ait down at 
the Lord's table, and remember His dying, yet never- 
dying love; and s wonderfal day we had. Jems was 
evidently in the midst of us, 1¢ was very polemn and 
very sweet. ... How slow Iam to learn that all my 
strength, all my righteousness, and a# my holiness, in 
short, that everything I have, is in God! but I feel He 
is teaching ms step by step. I am indeed a very babs, 
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but He will, 7 know, He will teach me ali I ought to 
snow. And I just feel willing to be in His hands, and 
say, ‘Lord, do Thou undertake for me, do Thou perfect 
‘Thy strength in my weakness, do Thou make me all 
Thon wouldst have me to be.’ Iam not my own, I 
am His, and has He not a right to do as He will with 
His own! Yes, He has; and can we not trust Him? 
T am a poor helpless worm. Ien't it @ glorious life 
the Christian's? Oh, what an aim his is!—God's 
glory. What strength he has!—God's strength. 
What « Saviour he has!—God's dear Son. What 
fervants he has!—angels. What 2 work is his !— 
winning sinners to God. What a home he is looking 
forward to!—God’s house. And what a portion he 
has!—Qod himself. And ia all this yours and mine? 
Our song should indeed be loud and sweet even here, 
But oh, how loud, how sweet, will it be in heaven! 
“Let the children of Zion be joyful in their King’ 
Christians should sing so loud, that the world would 
heer them, and perhaps they might feel a longing to 
learn sach a sweet song too. If we were alwayn shew- 
ing forth the besuty of our God and King, they might 
‘be led to say, ‘ Whither is thy Beloved gone, that we 
may seek Him with thee} What do we more than 
others in showing forth His praise?” 


« February 17, 1845, 
« My puanest ~—,—I am quite well now. - 0 that 
T could spend my strength in Christ's service! I am an 
awful sinver, and I am often afraid I am too bad ever 
to get to heaven; but it is very wrong to think in that 
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way, for Jesus says, ‘I came not to call the righteous, 
but sinners to repentance.’ Yet it is very difficult, when 
you see your sing, to believe that Jesus still loves 
you. I know this is pride, abominable pride. The true 
humility is to consent to be saved just as a sinner. 
Dear friend, I feel very sorrowful to-night on account 
of my sins against such a loving Seviour. I just think 
Thave no right to speak about Him at all. © that 
T could hear Him say, ‘I have blotted out as a thick 
loud thy transgressions, and as a cloud thy sina!’ 
Don’t you find that it is an evil and a bitter thing to 
sin against God? Whether do you see more of ita 
evil or of its bitter nature? 1 am often troubled in 
confessing sin, by finding that I feel more the pain it 
gives myself than the dighonour done to God. Do you 
feel this? It is right to feel sin painful, and I wish I 
felt it more so, but we should think more of its dis- 
honouring and grieving God. 1 do earnestly long 
to bo a real living Christian, it is 60 sad to be only half 
alive. I think you and I should agree not to reat 
satisfied with a low state of grace. Let us pray for 
one another, and stir one another up in our lettera J 
fear I shall only do you harm, I am vo utterly anlike 
one who haa been made alize.” 


“ My very paar Fermp,—Jeeus has been teaching 
me many lessons Istely ; it should make me very humble 
to think how many chastenings I need; but I deeply 
feel I do need them, I have never had w pain too 
much; no, ‘He doth not afflict willingly ;’ it is all 
for my profit, *that I may be partaker of His holi- 
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ness.’ © that I saw more of it in mei Any trial, 
however severe, is blessed if it leads you closer to Jesus, 
and ahews you more of His heart, which iz all love 
together; and, as you eay, it is very aweet to have Him 
dealing with us in any way. I have been much 
drawn to prayer for my dear parents since I have been 
ill; perhaps God bas Iaid me low for thia reason among 
other, that being so much with them, and witnessing 
their tender care of me, I may be led to feel for their 
aouls, Dear friend, will you ask that my poor prayers 
may be answered, and my weak efforts blest to these 


precious souls?” 
P— , February 28, 1845. 

. Ltt pelea cal what can you give in 
exchange for it’ How trifling all our earthly concerns 
often seem to me! I sometimes wonder when I see 
grave and learned men taken up with what seems so 
childish in comparison with eternity. How strange, 
that God should choose the weak things of this world | 
Tt sometimes staggers me, and makes me unbelieving; 
but that is because I am so blind and foolish... . 
Tam often very unbelieving about them all, for none 
of them are beginning to care, as far as we can see; but 
still we must pray on, and never ceaso till our breath 
goes, and our praising days begin, never to end. 0 for 
® praying heart! 1 was thinking to-day how sweet it 
would be if all my members were employed in His ser- 
vioo. Ishould like if my tongue were always employed 
in commending Him, my eyes to bebold no face but 
His, my ears to hear no voice but His, my feet to go on 
no errands but His, my hands to be employed in no 


work but His, and my heart filled with Himel£ 0 
bow contrary to this is my real state! May I be 
humbled on account of my shortcomings.” 


“ March $, 

“T want to tell you what a sweet time I had this 
morning in praying for your family and mine, for I 
think we should encourage one another by telling when 
God seems to be saying, ‘Pray without ceasing; ask, 
and yo shall recsive.’ What a mighty weapon prayer 
is! No wonder, when it moves the arm thet moves 
the world. I cannot tell you how sweet it was to bring 
them all to His dear feet, and to say, ‘ Lord, they are even 
now dead, but lay Thy hand upon them, and they shall 
live.’ Do fot cease to wrestle, and ask that I may bo 
taught, too, to pray, and we shall prevail. I know we 
shall. It is for His glory, and will He not glorify Him. 
self? And then, why are they all alive now? Does not 
that very fact seem to have a voice, and to my to us, 
that our very hearts may leap for joy, ‘As I lve, 
saith the Lord, I have no pleasure in their death, but 
rather that they shoold turn and live’? He has not 
out them down, because He is so anxious to save them. 
I don’t much mind though te are not the instruments, 
Ho will employ those who will bring most glory to 
Him ; and is not that enough? It is sweet to rol our- 
selvea on the Lord, and to say, ‘I know that Thou wilt 
do all things well’ I wish I could praise Him, but I 
haven't a heart to do no. I am so oold, so selfish ; I 
eer to take everything as my right, But He will 
teach me, He will humble me, and I am just glad to 


‘PROGRESS 00 1848, 358 


Jay mymlf at His feet, and say, ‘That which I know 
not, teach Thou me.’ J feel as if I had just begun to 
learn. I connot my the A B Cin the divine life yet, 
‘We have had no more battles since I last wrote; it is 
cnrions I never feel as if we were going on right when 
they are all kind, I am afraid lest we be trying to 
avoid the cross; but the best way is to seek humbly 
and prayerfully to do our duty as far as wo sea it to be 
God's way, and to leave all consequences to Him. I 
wish I could ‘oease from my own wisdom.’ I hada 
eweet dream last night. I thought I had gone to Kelso 
to mpend the day, and we had such a sweet time toge- 
ther ; it was more like heaven than anything here ; for 
there seemed to be no sin in anything we did, or that 
‘was going on around us, All seemed to breathe such 
‘® quiet sweet air: the only sorrowful thing was, that 
Mrs H—— was very ill. I thought she was entirely 
confined to bed; yet she, too, seomed so sweet and 
happy. I often wonder if we ever can learn anything 
from dreams. It is sweet to think that heaven, with 
ita quist green pestures, and its still waters, and ite 
* Lamb as it had been slain,’ is nodream. Not Itis 
the greatest reality there is The Jove of Jesus is no 
dream. It in too often but asa dream to me. O for 
more faith} All my ory just now is for faith, strong 
faith, giving glory to God. 

“ Mr~——-seemsto me to be wrong in making #0 many 
Christians think they should not go to the Lord’s table. 
At the last communion, some of them did not go for- 
ward, even some of his elders. I get frightened when 
1 think of my going, and eo many of His people siay- 


ing away ; but still I just cling to thie, that it is not 
ta God looks at, but Jesus. He says of Him, ‘ This is 
my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.’ What 
should we do without Him to hidein? It is seed world 
this ; how few care for Jequs, and how different His own 
people are from what they ought to be! At least I 
know Iam. . . . It is a blessing it is no sin to be poor. 
Jesus was poot, He had not where to lay His head. . . . 
Do you still take from eight till nine on the Satur. 
day nighta3 for that is my hour with B—~-. You 
will get this as you go to the Tuesday meeting. It ia 
curious, I often am happy on Tuesdays at prayer in the 
morning, and then I recollect that you are ail meeting 
together at our Father's throne ; and I think perhaps 
you have been remembering poor me, and it is a sweet 
thought. I have communion with you in that way. 
Farewell, my beloved friend. Here is a verse for you 
—‘God is love.’ © tbat we oould enter into it! 
God is love, and He is love to me; nothing but love, 
infinite, undeserved, unending love. + His nature and 
Hin name is Love’? What s God we have! What 
short returns do we make! Alas for me/ 1 love but 
little in return.” 
« P——, March 26, 1845, 

« My aproven Farmxp,—Nothing for a long time has 
given me such delight, es hearing that we are perhaps 
soon to meet; that will indeed be s happy moment, 
I wish it were come. I have been twice laid up sinoo I 
got your last letter, or I should have answered it sooner, 
‘I do wish these illnesses were improved by me. I hada 
sore throat which ended in one of my usual fainting fits. 
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T have been thinking it must be for some end that I am 
80 often tried, though my illneases are slight, and I feel 
80 anxious they should answer the very end for which 
they are cent. Oh! pray that they may. God seems 
to be shewing me my heart at present, end it makes 
me vary miserable to see it, for I think He cannot look 
upon such a vile wretch as I, for I am really that, 
Don’t you sometimes feel ashamed and grieved, to 
be always going to God, and saying, ‘Lord, I have 
sinned’? I felt that very mach to-day. 1am always 
grieving my kindest Friend, and He is always forgiving 
te, and I can scarcely stand it at times, it is so won- 
dorful. Why does He love me? 1 cannot tell. I shall 
know, when I get to glory, all about it; but in the 
meantime, I wish I could sin lew. Ob! if I could be 
only one hour without sinning, how glad I should be! 
But this ehould make Jesus more precious. © that it 
may! I had wonderful time at prayer in bed this 
morning. Jesus’ love seemed indeed to pass all know- 
ledge. I thought He ssid to me, ‘ Thou art all fair, my 
love.’ I cannot describe the sweetness of the words, 
‘my love.’ Don't you feel that you would be ashamed 
to speak of God’s loving you, if it were not in His Son? 
Ah! that's the glory of it allt But why do I speak of 
itt What do J know? I sometimes think I should 
give up epeaking or writing sbout it at all, I am so 
mean, 80 vile. © for a clean heart!” 


« P—, March 1845. 
“T long ardently to be away, to know something of 
that love which psseth knowledge, for here I do indeed 
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06 through a glass darkly, tt then it will be face to face, 
‘What a thought! I think that will be ‘the exoseding 
weight of glory’ spoken of, seeing Him who is ‘altogether 
lovely.’ O to live » more heavenly life on earth! I 
often fear I am on the broad road yet, I am so unlike 
one who is but a stranger and pilgrim here. Is it not 
strange I don’t get more sssurancet My dear friend, 
T fear you will think me too egotistical, but the reason, 
is, that when I quit my vile self, which I am always 80 
glad to do, and speak of Jesus and all the glorious things 
of another and a better world, something within me seems 
to check me and say, ‘You are a hypocrite ; you have 
neither part nor jot in this matter ;* and I fear it is too 
true. But I won't vex you with my sinful doubt, only, 
when you write, ask that God would give yous word in 
season toa weary soul. . . . J should like tohavea talk 
with —— again about our Elder Brother. What a 
thought, that Jesus wears, and will for ever wear, our 
nature! There is none like Jesus! What s precious 
privilege, to be allowed at any time, and at all times, to 
pour out our hearts before Him! It is often a relief 
to mo jnst to kneel down and my, ‘ Lord, I thank Thee 
that Thou art;’ O that I could add, that Thou art mine! 
Should I never get any more from Him than I have 
already got, I have matter for praise through all eter- 
nity. I deserve nothing, and if I do get to heaven at 
last, I think I shall be the greatest wonder of metcy 
there ; I shall have the lowest place ; I think I should 
be ashamed to see mynelf in any other. There is one 
man I am very anxious about here, will you remember 
him? 1 spoke to him tho other day about hie soul, 
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and he seems anxious, but he has strange views, and 
‘won't go to any churoh ; however, J have got him per- 
suaded to go next Sabbath. Poor man, a woman next 
door tells me he is 20 miserable sometimes, that he 
often comes to her house, and, without saying a word, 
seizes hold of her Bible, and reads a verse, then stands 
thinking over it, then goes away again. He said to me 
with a kind of despairing feeling, that he thought of 
joining the Unitarian, who deny that our blessed Jesus 
is God, He asked me to go to sve him again to-day. 
O that Jesus would speak by me !” 


“ Apri i. 

“My seLoven J-~—,—TI have not been well enough 
to finish this till now, but I am quite well now. O 
that all my pain may be sanctified! I despair of ever 
getting any better. I wish I could sea myself complete 
in Jems, I am ashamed when I think of what I am, s0 
proud, 50 vain, 80 foolish, and self-willed. All I want 
is, that Jesus should be glorified by me, and then it 
matters little what man thinks of me ; but my fear is, 
that I dishonour Him. 

“Sometimes eternal things seem so real, go import- 
ant, that I gaze with wonder to see 0 many never think- 
ing of them all, I wonder they do not feel as I do, and 
T wonder I feel so little. It is a strange life this, but 
it is glorious one, and the end of it is glory. ‘His 
rest shall be glory’ (Is. xi. 10, margin). 

“T have sweet news to tell you about our congrega- 
tion at M———._B. and I have been feeling for some 
time a great desire for » revival amongst us, and your 

R 
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letter about Jedburgh made us doubly anxious, and we 
thought what « delightful thing it would be if we oould 
get all the praying members to fix an hour for us all 
to plead for it. We spoke to # dear Christian, who 
joined in our plan with all her heart; and she intro- 
duced us to two more Christians in the congregation, 
who have agreed too, and she is to speak to all the other 
female members, 80 thet we shall soon, I trust, be pray- 
ing at the same hour for precious Jesus to come into 
the hearts of His enemies amongst us, and win them to 
Himself, and draw His own closer. One is Mrs D——, 
and she seems just like the dear one of the same name 
in Kelso. She said sho had been long wishing it, and 
wea so struck when Mra W. spoke to ber about it. .. . 
Besides our separate mecting, we are to have a 
monthly meeting at Mrs D——'s house at three o'clock 
the first Friday of every month ; so you will remember 
‘us on Friday, our first meeting: eight of us have also 
fixed an hour for prayer, at six in the morning every 
Monday and Friday. We had our first, last Monday, 
and it was very sweet to have such a quiet morning 
hour. Our dear minister is very wonderfully quick- 
ened just now, 80 that we all feet there is the greater 
call for us to pray fora blessing, when God is so anxioua 
to bless, as He shews Ho is, by stirring His servant up 
to such earnestness in seeking to win souls, © that we 
saw many seeking Jesus! I trust R. and I shal) get 
great good from our monthly meetings with euch Chris- 
tians. How much my poor soul needs it! I foel very 
humbled in the midst of them.” 
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~, April 18, 1845. 
“Tam at this moment alone here. They are all in 
E—. I wish I could spend the day with God. I 
feal I should improve » quiet time like this; but oh! 
weary, weary sin; the ‘old man’ is still very strong in 
me. I cannot tell you the longings J have to be done 
with this body of death, and to have a body like unto 
His glorious body. for the time 
When I stand belore the throne, 
‘Dreev'd in beaaty ol myown!! 
“We met a dear old Christian the other day, past 
ninety ! and she was always singing— 
“Oh! to gracohow great a debtor, 
‘Daily I'm constrain’d to bel’ 


She has begun the chief note in the new song even here.” 


“ Edinburgh, May 1845, 

* My pantiva R-—,—I have been constantly think- 
ing of you since you went away, and wishing you were 
back ; and oh! I do wish we were both at our Father's 
house in heaven, for this is a dreary, sad world! 

“TJ have been reading some of Mr Baker's letters, 
and one remark he makes J liked very much. He says, 
“You must go to Jesus for those things which we are 
very apt to think we must bring to Him, such as deep 
repentance, love to Him, delight in God,’ &o. Tt isa 
diffionlt thing to be » real Christian ; and I think it is 
ao difficult, just because we are so proud, and have 10 
Tittle simplicity. We won't learn of God; we often 
want to teach ourselves, or to learn of God but in our 
Own way, 
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*T am up to-day, and much better, though the pgin 
is not yet away. It is sweet to know that lam ing 
Father's hands, and that every pain will work together 
for my eternal good ; but as yet, I see no effect of my 
many illnesses in making me more holy; I am no 
better than I was. Ob, pray that Jesus would draw 
near, and draw me near to Him, and make me holy as 
He is holy, and becawe He is holy! It ia sweet to me 
at times to think of Him as my Elder Bropher ; it brings 
‘Him so ear to ourselves. You and I shall never regret 
our choice in taking Jesus to be our Saviour, our all 
in all ; and yet it is not we who chose Him He eaye, 
* Ye have not chosen me, but Y have chosen you." Blessed 
be His holy name for choosing such 2 creature as I |— 
and T am so glad He has chosen you too! Let us give 
Him no rest till He gather us all into His fold. 

“When you see my old ——-, tell her to pray for 
me that Jesus would give me the victory over Satan, 
who has long tried me with a sore temptation. I could 
not explain it to any haman being, but He knows it all. 
O for faith to trust Him! What do you think of old 
Lizzy? Tell her from me to beware of resting short of 
Christ. Perhaps God has sent you to speak the word 
to her that will be blest ; Jesus walked till He was weary 
jast to convert ons soul. 

‘We are thinking of letting our honse, and going to 
some ovuntry place, and I want that you and I should 
pray about it, for it is of importance what minister we 
all hear for two months. We are told, ‘In all your 
ways acknowledge Him, and He sill direct your path.’ 
I do love you, and am glad that we shall spand eternity 
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together, May Jesus shine on you for ever!—Your 
own loving «M-—_., 
« P.§,—Mr Robertaon preached on Sabbath, and I 
must give you one sentence from his sermon, as it suite 
you and me eo exactly. It was this: ‘It would not be 
safe for you to be without sorrow, till you are without 
sin, God must have the whole heart, and it must come 
to this at last, that you ory, None but Christ, nono but 
Christ! and oh | if the loss of a creature draws you closer 
and closer to Jesus, can you then say, ‘ All these things 


are against me’?” 
“ P—, June 7, 1845. 

“ Ob! Jesus is troly ‘ Wonderful!’ I sometimes 
think, Well, I wil? trust Him, let Satan and my own evil 
heart say what they like, Oh, that we should for one mo- 
ment distrust Him,—that we should not place unlimited 
confidence in Him! He is worthy, yes, He is worthy! 
He is & faithful God ; we hall be more than satisfied 
one day that alZ His dealings with us, His poor, weak, 
guilty children, were right, and that they all spoke but 
one language, and that love. © for a praising heart!” 


=, June 1845. 

“My panting R.,—I have been seeing little Helen, 

and she is very ill. She has no decided complaint, but 
just seems wasting away, as many of the poor children 
hera do. I goarcely know her again, she is so thin and 
altered ; but ob, sbe is patient and swest! I do hopo 
ahe is one of Christ’s lambs. You must not forget to 
pray for her, and ask that I may have a message for her 
every time I go. She is very fond of the Testament, 
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and even sleeps with it! She eays she loves it because tt 
speaks about Jesus. 

“T must tell you a very striking and sweet anawer 
to prayer which I had yesterday with regard toher, As 
I was returning home, after baving seen her, I kept 
saying to myaelf, ‘Oh! if I could only afford to pay a 
doctor for visiting her!’ for Mrs P—— does not like to 
send for # doctor, when ebe is not able to pay him. 
‘Well, I asked God just at the moment to send me some 
money, if it were for His glory : and when I got home, 
maroma said to me, ‘I gave RB. some money when she 
went away ; here is the samefor you.’ Wasit not very 
striking? Could we really learn to trust God, I believe 
we should get many prayers as wonderfully answered ; 
and my prayer was 0 unbelieving too, for I really did 
not expect to get it so soon answered, 

“Thad a sweet time this morning, in fecling my utter 
Aetplesenees, and lying at Jesus’ feet, at His disposal, and 
telling Him that He knows that without Him I can do 
nothing; and that therefore He mugt helpme, Oh! He 
seemed sweet, eweet] When I can get @ glance at 
Christ, I could give up anything. 

“T bad « talk with —— this morning. It began 
about our many trials, and in speaking to her about 
having Christ, and the certainty that He would never 
forsake me, bat enable me to bear all trials in His 
strength, I got great comfort to my own aoul. I said 
these things at first, rather than felt it; but as I went 
on telling ber many sweet texts, they came with power 
to my soul, and I felt in a small degree that Jesua 
would really keep you and me, and enable us to glorify 
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Him before them all. I went to see dear old M—— 
yesterday. She is very feeble now, and still dark in 
her soul; but she said one sweet thing—‘Oh! if I only 
had strong faith! but I must just creep in at His feet, 
and gurely the precious blood that has washed thousands 
can wash me!” 

“Dear little Thomas has departed, I trust to be with 
Christ, which is far beter. He died during the night 
on Tuesday, The last text I gave him was, ‘Tho 
eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the ever- 
lasting arms.’ His mother said he often slept on that 
verse. He eloeps in Jesus now, and how sweet his 
slumbers are! 

“How are you getting on? I am grieved to bear 
that you do not feel our Beloved near; but He is near 
nevertheless. Ho says, ‘Lo, E am with you alway.’ I 
went to Mr Drummond’s lecture yesterday, and was 
grestly refreshed. In speaking of the trials of God's 
children, he said, ‘Jesus sits watching the furnace, 
longing for the time to bring them out. He does not 
affict willingly, but He relieves willingly.’ He is trying 
your faith and mine, dearest, that it may come forth as 
gold. Mr M:Cheyne, in one of his lovely letters, says, 
‘The way to be saved is to know the heart of God and 
of Christ; see John xvii. $. If you only knew that 
heart, you would lay your weary head with John on 
Hia bosom, Fur one look at yourself, take ten looks at 
Christ Look at Bom, xv. 13. You are looking for 
peace in striving, or peace in duties, or peace in reform- 
ing your mind; but ab! look at His Word, “The God 
of hope fll you with all peace and joy in believing.” 
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All your peace is to be found in believing God's Word 
about His Son. If for a moment you forget your own 
case altogether, and meditate on the glorious way of 
salvation by Christ for us, does your bosom never glow 
with a ray of peace? Keep that peace; tt is joy in beliew- 
ing. Look as straight at Christ aa you sometimes do at 
the rising or setting sun. Look direct to Christ.’ Is 
not that fine? J do think that when we get to heaven 
(wonderful! but not more wonderful than God giving 
us Jesus), we shall be amazed at the simpliaty of what 
it is to look to Jesus. Let us look, and never mind our 
own feelings at all. Don’t you feel lighter even in 
thinking aboutit®? Ido. I think I go wrong in look- 
ing for the effects believing must have, instead of look- 
ing and trusting. If I were to look and trust, I cowld 
not help growing, Remember, ‘the everlasting arms’ 
are always underneath, so that, however low we may 
fall, they are still beneath us, and in His own time He 
will raise us up. 

“G@ood-bye. I wish you were back again, I Jong so 
for you, May Jesus be with us both, and say, ‘ Peace 
be unto you.’ A smile from Him is worth a world. 
Once mare, good night—Your own 

“2 Cor. v. 7.” «“M—. 


“B—, July 8, 1845, 
“Can you believe that our dear Mr Hay has really 
loft this wad world? Itis sweet to think he is in glory ; 
but it is « ead trial to those that are left. My heart 
bleeds for his poor ——. May the Lord be her husband! 
. +» Mrs A—— has gone to Jesus; she died the same 
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day as Mr-——. Be sure, when you write, to tell me 
all about his death. How strange it sounds to may that 
word in connexion with him! Tell dear —— I long to 
‘write to her, but that I am so poorly, and so utterly 
downcast in soul, that I have no heart to doit. Iam 
afraid it is sinfal to be so sad and cast down about auy- 
thing; I should think more of what dear minister 
once said, ‘Whoever goes, Jesus stays; whoaver dics, 
Jesus lives!’ The Lord liveth.” 


« P—, August 4, 1845, 

“ My petoven J——,—He is infinitely worthy to be 
trusted. I am ashamed when I think of all my per- 
verseness and ingratitude! Surely, I should trust if 
any should; for, oh! he has beon a kind Master to me, 
T often wonder how He can be so gracious and loving 
tome, when He knows how ungrateful I shall be to 
Him ; but ‘He is God and not man.’ It is a very 
blessed thought, that every trial is to make us more 
holy, and that all things shall work together for our 
good ; but I donot think I am growing in holiness at 
all, Ido not profit as I ought under the trials He 
sends me. It makes me very grieved often to think 
how very little I am the better for all His chastenings ; 
it ia terrible to come out of the furnace not purified. 
‘Will you pray for me, dearest, that not one trial may be 
unimproved by me? . . . We went to visit the grave of 
our beloved friend. . . . I can scarcely believe he is 
really gone ; I never felt a death eo much. I feel asif 
the world had got a darker bus since he left it. Can 
you believe he is really away? ‘He has seen Mr 
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M'Cheyne now,’ and he bas seen Pav! and John, and, 
above all, he has seen Jesus! We should not wish him 
back from such a sight as that. Everything says to 
us, ‘ This is not your rest,’ We must arise from the 
dust, and raise our whole souls to eternal realities. We 
must set our affections on things above, not on things 
on the earth. Don’t we profess to call Jesus our 
treasure? then let our hearts be where our treasure is, 
and that isin heaven, We need many a lesson before 
we become obedient children; but, bleased be His 
name, though we weary of His correction, He does not 
weary of correcting us; and well for us He dose not, 
‘What should we do if He mid of us, ‘They are joined 
to their idols, let them alone’? Anything but that, 
would you not say? We shall thank Him for them 
all one day, and aay, ‘I know that in faithfulness thou 
hast affticted me.’ Will you pray also for our Sabbath. 
classes? I feel very much how unfit I am to be a 
teacher—unfit in every way—and I am so grieved 
when I see none of my scholars turning to Jesua,. . . 
— would feel deer Mr Hay’s death much. How 
strange it sounds—dead/ Ah! well, ‘it is the Lord, 
let Him do as seerneth Him good.” 


“ August 12, 1845, 

“ My pganest Farerp,—! havo been thinking much 
lately of living to God’s glory. Do you remember the 
verse which says, ‘This people have I formed for my- 
self, they shall show forth my praise’? It ia not our 
praise we are io shew forth, bat God's; we are not to 
seek great things for ourselves, we are to sock God's 
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glory supremely; and tbat is what I fail in so mush—I 
seok seif torribly. I have been praying = great deal 
for a single eye ; it is eo very sinful to be seeking or 
wishing our own glory or happiness instead of God's 
glory ; our happiness should be in glorifying God. 
‘What sweet heavenly life we should lead, if we 
thought only of God’s glory, and forgot our sinful 
selves! If God's will were ours, our will would not be 
80 often crossed. But this is bard to flesh and blood: 
blessed be God, it is not impossible, for ‘ with Him no- 
thing is impossible,’ and He is able to subdue our stub- 
‘born wills to His. What holy peace we should enjoy 
if wo would just lie at His feet, and say, ‘Lord, do as 
seemeth good unto Thee!” I don’t understand God's 
way with mo at present, but I kuow it is all right, and 
if I do not see it clearly now, I shall one day uy, ‘He 
hath done all éhings well.’ What about old Lizzy? 
Has she found Jesus yet? Tell me about her when 
you write, and do write soon. I am grieved, dear 
friend, you have so many troubles. ‘ Look unto Jesus,’ 
cast them ali upon Him, end He will sustain you. 
Think of this sweet verse—I think it is almost my 
favourite of all in the Bible—‘They looked to Him, 
and were lightened.’ We cannot look at Jesus and be 
heavy-hearted any more, at least while we are looking. 
As you say, if we realised more of His presence, we 
should not be go often troubled.” 


« P__,, August 18, 1845. 
“Pray that God may send you here if it be for Hia 
glory. I trust I should not wish even you here if it 
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were not His will, Oh, it would be sweet to have no 
will but His, I have been thinking much lately, that 
it would not be an impossible thing even to glory i 
dribulation. The great thing is to see the hand and the 
heart of Jeans in any trial; and then it is not only 
borne with submission, but with gratitude. It is easy, 
and sweet, too, to trust Christ when all is as you like 
it; but there is a more solid sweetness in trusting in 
‘Him, and clinging to Him, and loving Him, when He 
ia trying you with a sore trial ; it is very sweet to thank 
Him for afflicting you, and saying, ‘I know that in 
faithfulness thou hast afflicted me.’ No affliction, oar- 
tainly, is joyous, but grievous ; but I think wher you 
600 Christ's hand in it, and feel that it is for your real 
good, you will not quarrel with it, but say, ‘ Good ia the 
will of the Lord’ It ia good to be tried ; it makes this 
world much more a wilderness, and this life more like 
a journey, We feel more that our real joys are above, 
where Jesus ia. O for a pilgrim’s heart and a pilgrim's 
life! But it is nearly midnight, 60 I must stop. My 
pain is not away yet, and I intend to try leeches again ; 
but I hope still it may go away without. 0 for eano- 
tified pain! It is and, md not to tum any better 
under the heavenly Physician ; it is not His fault, but 
the fault of His unworthy patient, that prevents a 


speedy cure.” 
« P_., August 25, 1845. 
“My sutovep Farsnp,—This ia but a wilderness 
world, after all, I am beginning to long to be at home, 
Oh! I am so weary of sin;—sin, alwaye sin, © to be 
 boly as Christ is holy! and that ie perfectly holy. It 
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is only when we see Him as He is that we shall be like 
Fim, 

“Salvation would be to me no salvation at all, if 
holiness were not included. Jesns does fulfil His pre- 
cious promise that sin shall not have dominion over His 
people, but if it does not reign, it rages terribly in me. 
‘Mr Robertson seid yesterday, in his sermon, ‘ God’s 
answer to all our ard thoughts of Him is, I have given 
you my Son; and His answer to all our Aigh thoughts 
is, Ye have crucified my Son.’ What delighted me 
more in the sermon was this, that when we come to 
Jesus, He made us holy as well os forgave ua; and 
the very thought of being made holy seemed to me 80 
sweet, that I could scarcely bear the joy it gave me. 
How kind and how lovely Jesus seemed as my Sanctifier! 
I think I said to Him from my heart, ‘ Yea, mine own 
God art thou |’ I was very happy all Saturday and 
during church on Sabbath, but I have been sinning 
very much since then, and Jesus is not so near, nor 60 
sweet. Ah! that shews He iss holy Saviour, for Ha 
turns away from the least sin, 

“T often notice how soon and how terribly I sin 
after a time of joy. How ungrateful that is!—how 
black ain ia then! Ah! I see I need grace for joy as 
well as gracefor sorrow. What « blessed thing it would 
be if we had no idols, if we had no aim, no desire but 
to glorify Jesns and to do His holy will! But sdf 
comes in, and many other idola—at least J find it 20; 
IT eeek great things for myselE Do you find it diff- 
cult to be willing, really willing, to be ahcays humbled 
and laid low, and to see that you are utterly worth 
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Jems and deepicable, and that it is only on account of 
another that God can have anything to do with yout 
T sometimes find it very sweet, but at other times my 
pride rises, and J am unwilling to be always in the dust 
—ahoays nothing, What a warfare it is! om often 
‘faint, yet God, my ‘wonderful’ God, keeps me still 
‘pursuing ;’ and, oh! I trust, since He has begun the 
good work in me, He will not leave it off till it is fin- 
tshed—till I, even I, am ‘faultless before the throne.’ 
to be there! and to see you there, my most beloved, 
‘without spot or wrinkle, or any such thing,’ and join 
with you in the sweet, sweet song, ‘Worthy,’ yea, 
‘worthy is the Lamb that was elain for us!’ I shall 
see you clothed in His beauty, and glorify God in you, 
It will be all Jesus there, No self, no sin, no idols, but 
Jesus will be all in all, ‘Ament Even 60, come, 
Lord Jesus,’ I wish I could see you face to faoe, that 
I might speak of the Lord's dealings with my poor soul, 
for they have been very wonderful lately. I don't 
know when that will be, but I am quite satisfied that 
He will permit us to meet in His own time, and when 
it will be more for His glory; and it would not be a 
aweet meeting if any other hand than our Father's 
brought us together. I have been going on frowardly 
in my own way lately, but God has most graciously 
shewn me my wickedness, and bas brought me back in 
some degree to Himself, and made me more willing to 
eay, ‘Not my will, but Thine be done,’ I had been 
thinking that such and such 9 thing would make me 
bappy, and I songht it in spite of God. Whata sinner 
I have been, and am! but He has now taken away the 
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idol—He bas made it bitter to me; and now I see His 
way is the best, and the Aappiest too ; and, dearest, will 
you pray for me, that I may not be allowed to take my 
own way any more in anything? Are not these won- 
derfal words!—‘Thou hast played the harlot with 
many lovers, yet return unto me, saith the Lord.’ God's 
‘way is eo much the best in everything, I am deter- 
mined, in His strength, to trast Him for everything, 
He is too wise to err, and too good to be unkind. Let 
‘us trust Him when we cannot see plainly the love of 
His dealings with us, and we shall see it in His own time 
—if not here, yet yonder. Our path in life may be 
a solitary, and a painfol, and a trying one in many 
waye—we may be despised and overlooked, but I7e will 
never foreske us, nor withhold one good thing from us ; 
and all these things will most assuredly be for the good 
of our souls Then let us sing— 
“The way may be rough, butt cannot be long, 
Aud then, O how pleamnt the conqueror’s song |" 

I speak in this way to you because I want you to praise 
‘Him for me, and to pray that I may have grace given 
me to trust Him to the end. © that I saw all we 
love secking this gracious One! I am not hopefal 
about —— just now, which is strange, when I feel I 
can trust Him more about myself; but I see no signs 
of life yet. Perhaps God’s time has not come; wo 
must continue to pray, and ‘hope against hope.’ We 
are very anxious about dear——- just now, but he 
peems to Aate when we mention the subject. O that 
Jesus would reveal Himself to him, and he could nut 
help running after Him 1” 
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October 6, 1845. 

“¥ am to be busy this week giving my tracts. 
Pray for a blessing on them, and that ] may have an 
open door to spesk to many soul, I intend to go and 
get 8 quickening from —, Iam glad to say that at 
present I have more desire to stay here and win soula 
to Jesus than to be away. Mr Robertson spoke of 
that yesterday, and said that we should not desire per- 
fect vest till we had served God all we could here. Iam 
going to-morrow to sve the old man at N——, Ask 
‘words for me, and the blessed Spirit to carry home the 
eweot message of mercy to that soul How sweet the 
sound of a free salvation is when you feel that you 
are tho chief of sinners!” 


October 15, 1845, 

«+ «+ “Wehad a nice dey yesterday. I did not 
get much from man; but I had # sweet time at the 
table, At first it was mingled ; a painful sense of sin— 
ain against Iove—and e sense of the love of Jesus, too; 
but in a little while I cannot tell you what sweet, 
calm, happy feeling of peace came over my whole heart. 
I felt that Jesus bad come near, and that He loved 
even me; and I tried not to think of my wretched self, 
and gave myself up to the blessednes: of being the 
Lord's, I yas almost afraid to breathe, leet it should 
all go away.” 


October 25, 1845. 
. “There is but one who can give evens drop 
of comfort at atime like this, and to His effetual apm 


‘PROGRESS IN 1665, 273 


pathy and tender love ¥ have been unceasingly com- 
mending you ; aud I do feel persuaded He is very near 
you. © that he may sy to your very heart—' Jt is J, 
be not afraid!’ I pray that you may see love, divine, 
holy love, in this stroke ; and oh, wey tho ‘exooeding 
great and precious promises’ be more precious to you 
now than ever! . . .. Mr A. Bonar said in his ser- 
mon—‘ The Father's bosom was the shore to which 
Jesus always swam inall his temptations.’ He left that 
bosom to win for poor sinners the crown of glory; and, 
now that He has gone back, He tells us that wo, too, 
may find a refage there ; for that in Him, His God is 
our God, and Its Father our Father. . . . We can- 
not but weep at such s time, and Jesus wishes us to 
weep. He wept himself at the grave of Mary and 
Martha’s brother, and Ie has the eame heart siill. 
Farewell, my beloved frieud. I commend you to Him 
who can bind up the broken heart and heal all those 
wounds —And, praying that you may grow much in the 
knowledge of Jesus, J am your very attached friend.” 


“ P——, October 30, 1845, 

++ ». “My beloved J-—, night and day you 
are in my thoughts, I have, indeed, been in the fur- 
pace with you; but what good will that do you} None. 
But there is One with you who can and will comfort 
and bleas you. One like unto the Son of Man is 
very near you... . ‘He doth not afilict willingly ;’ 
and ‘in all your afflictions He is afflicted’ He is 
our blessed Head, and He feels when any of His mem- 
‘bers are touched. ‘He that taucheth you toucheth 

8 


274 ‘PROGRESS IN 1305. 


the apple of His eye’... The other day I heard 
just a8 it were a voice in my heart, saying, ‘Do not 
grieve, it is J who am amiting her, and it is for her 
eternal profit’ I eaunot tell yon how it comforted me. 
‘Tt was Jesus who bad drawn near, and mid, ‘ 0 thou of 
little faith, wherefore didst thou doabt? Thy friend is 
safe, for my hand holds the rod.’. . . In a few short 
years wo shall be in Immanuel’s land. Que tie leas to 
earth is another tie to heaven. You will feel earth 
more & wilderness now than ever; and don't you re 
member what Mr M‘Cheyns said {—‘ Christ is never eo 
precious as when the world is one vast howling wilder- 
ness, “I will allure ber into the wilderness, and will 
speak comfortably to her, to her heart.”’... I wish 
J could write something that would comfort you, my 
own friend, but I am but a broken cistern; but Jesua 
isa full fountain, and His foluess is for you. Here in 
one of the drops of that fountain—‘ Comfort ye, oom- 
fort ye my people, saith your God,” Again—' Give ye 
them no possession, J am their possession.’ Ah, the 
Christian should want nothing here, he has aif in God, 
Tam ashamed to eend euch a oold letter, with 20 little 
in it of our wonderful Immanuel; but you heve Him- 
self to go to, and He is always fall, always ready and 
able to bless you." 
« P——, November 12, 1845, 

«+++ “Tam glad you have such friends as 
with you. Jesus himself, when in His agony, went to His 
ear disciples for comfort (oh! how like ‘the children’ he 
became), but He found no comfortera. Blessed Jesus! 
what He suffered that His people might spend an eter- 
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nity without a single pain! I feel as if my oold 
earthly words would just snnoy you. When you 
get near, will you remember my poor soul? not that 
I may be happy, but that I may glorify Jesus. This 
morning everything seemed swallowed up in the 
one thought of His glory. © that the world knew 
Him! My heart is pained just now with the thought 
that 90 fow know Him—that eo few seo any beauty in 
Him, and that even His own people see so little. . . . It 
‘was very sweet to me to hear our truly ‘ wonderful’ 
God is sustaining you; while He is making your cup 
of sorrow fall, He is also making your cup of consolation 
to run over; if your afflictiows abound, may your con- 
solations much more abound. The tempest makes us 
run quickly and closely to the shepherd's side, when 
fair weather might tempt us to wander.—Praying that 
the God of peace, and lore, and hope, and consolation, 
and all grace may be with you, and manifest himself to 
you, I am,” &o, 


“ P——, November 24, 1845, 

«y+ + ‘My beart rejoices in the iidat of its sorrow 
wher I hear how kind the Lord is to my dear friend, 
in supporting and comforting you while suffering ander 
His hand. I try to give thanks to our God on your 
behalf. We are told to weep with those that weep, and 
to rejoice with those that rejoice: will you let me weep 
with you, my own friend, and rejoice with you toof 
Jt is painful to be so far separate ; but this is His will 
who doeth aif things well, and we must not think any 
of His commands grievous. ,., How soon we shall 
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know all we now see 20 darkly! I often wish that time 
‘wore come, for I do nothing but dishonour Jesus, and 
Tam 80 oftén mourning without the sun; but still I 
think I should like to live even many years here yet, if 
T could win any to Jesus. Ah! I think He will need 
to cast me into many a furnace before my dross is 
purged away. © for a willing heart to all He calls 
me to bear! © for a childish, simple faith—to be 
Christ-like! ‘Truly ‘in thia tabernacle we groan, 
being burdened.’ How different we shall be when 
we walk with Jesus, and with each other, by the still 
waters and the green pastures! © that the well of 
water which is even nove within us, if we are Christ's, 
would spring up more and more, and cheer us on our 
way to Immanuel’s land,—that it would aleo flow out 
from us, giving life to many dead souls around us! . ., 
G, H. took R. and me to visit a poor dying girl, whom 
he found a rejoicing Christian, and who, he din- 
covered, had bean brought to Jesus by his own brother 
about a year ago. She said, in speaking of God's 
mercies, ‘Yes, and they all come to us streaming 
with the blood of Jesus.’ She takes great delight in 
speaking of Mr Hay, and said, ‘ He will have a heavy 
crows, yes, he will have a heavy crown.’ Is it not 
sweet to go to a dark corner like that, and see auch 
@ bright light shining to the glory of Jesus, who bath 
called her ‘out of darkness into His marvellous 
light!’ . . . O that we could find many (and be fol- 
lowed by many) in glory who had been Jed by us to 
the foot of the oross |” 
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« P——, December 1, 1845, 

« ». « “He does indeed bring good even out of our 
evil. I am so glad that everything will be for His 
glory; even our sins, in the end, are the means of making 
His blood more precious, and shewing how glorious He 
is in subduing them all, and thereby He gets glory. . . 
Ask for me, that I may so see myself that I may not 
‘be able any longer to dishonour Jesus, by trusting to 
anything in me at all, O that I could glorify Him, 
by trusting Him even in fall view of a deceitful and 
desperately wicked heart! And oh! how worthy He is 
to be trusted! how tender, how wise, how loving, how 
wondrously long-suffering he is! I feel as if He were 
more amazingly loving in saving such a vile oreature as 
I, than in saving any of His people, He alone knows 
what I am, and I do greatly wonder He does not 
abhor me. I trust Iam really His, My own bleed 
Saviour! doea He really say to me, ‘ Come unto mo’? 
Oh! I shall be glad, glad when I lay down this body of 
sin and death, and never, never sin. . . . I had a very 
nive time to-day at my district. Jesus gave me a word 
to one poor woman, and she listened very attentively. 
I must not lose sight of her; I feel greatly the need of 
the Spirit when I go amongst them. What a wonder- 
ful thing it is, that we should be allowed to go and tell 
sinners like ourselves of such « glorious Saviour! 

“1 think I never feel so happy as when I am going 
from one poor wretched dwelling to another, trying 
with stammering, and alas! most sinful lips, to tell 
about the Lamb of God. Oh! it is glorious work ; it 
is angelic work, and yet it is not given to angels, but 


278 PROGRESS IN 1645. 


to sinners, .. . . Have you scon—— lately? I was 
sorry to hear of a dance she had been at. Poor ——! I 
fear she has not given her heart to Jesus yét.” 


“ P—, December 17, 1845. 

“Do you not long for the time when we shall never 
part from each other any more, and when we shall meet, 
too, with beloved brothers and sisters in the Lord, even 
now with Him, and even now talking with Him of the 
decease which he did accomplish at Jerusalem? Blessed, 
glorious Jesus! I wish I knew Him! How like the 
wilderness this world has seemed the fow lest months 
even to me, though I have not been in such a hot 
fornace a3 you! Heaven seems more rea/ than ever; 
and it is good to feel this, We should not feel at home 
here... . Perhaps we may see few more years come 
in. © that this one that is so nearly here were to be 
spent more to His glory by all His children! Mrs 
D— wants meto visit at the House of Refuge. What 
do you think about it? I am afraid I at least am not 
capable of such a work, There are children, and sick 
people, and old women, all needy souls. It would be 
pleasant work to go and tell some of them of the Lamb 
of God, who can take away all their sins; but I fearmy 
unfitness. Pray about it; and, oh, pray for three souls 
in my district, whom I am particularly anxious about! 
God kmows all their cases. One is B——'s father. O 
that I could win this soul to Jesus!—not J, but that He 
would use me as the unworthy instrument, if that be 
for His glory. The other cases are women, one self- 
righteous, the other very ignorant. I feel very much 
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just now the need of the Spirit to bless my poor efforts; 
bat He will come if we pray for Him, and I am gure 
‘there is great need of Him here, There are many means, 
‘but as yot little blessing. I often wonder why this is the 
case ; but still it is encouraging, and matter for praise, 
that there are any even a little moved. But I must 
finish, May He who never slumbers nor sleeps watch 
over you this night.” 
« , December 29, 1845. 

. +. “I must write you a few lines to-night, as 1 
want to havea chat with you, before this year passes, 
never to return, . . . There is nothing worth living for 
in this sad world but to win souls to Jeaua. . . I like 
what you say about Jesus having compassion on the 
ignorant, It came home to me, for I am more truly 
ignorant, and I am worse than only knowing that I 
know nothing, for I am often tempted to think that 1 
kuow something. I cannot tell you how sweet I felt 
what you esidabout that. Surely, Jesus will look with 
great compassion on me! We must plead much for 
one another during this approaching prayer-union. It 
is aweet to think there is to be one. . . . What a world 
this is) We are really getting deeper and deeper into 
the dark wilderness, May it make us long for the 
cloudless day, the sinless eternity, to which all God's 
saints are hastening. And oh, may the Sun of Righteous- 
ness arise, even now, with healing in his wings, and may 
that mun never set! . . . 1 have begun to visit at the 
House of Refuge. Oh, think if we could win jewels for 
the crown of Jesus out of that place! B. and I went 
for the first time on Friday last, but we were very new 





280 PROGRESS IN (sib. 


to it, and wo did not speak to many. One woman, 
however, we are much interested in. Pray for her, I 
went agsin alone to-day, and saw her, and had a Jong 
talk, Tam determined to win that soul. © that I may 
not seek my own glory in it! I then went to another 
room in the hospital, and read and apoke toa great 
many old and sick women; J cannot think how I had 
courage to do it. Surely God strengthened me. Ob, 
it ia glorious work! There is nothing makes the world 
disappear like speaking to souls about Jesus. Eternity 
sooms everything ; and then how humble you feel that 
He should permit you to speak to sinners for Him! 
IT could scarcely stand it, Ask for me that God would 
strengthen me, and teach me, and give me love to souls 
for His sake, and that He would give us souls in that 
place. © that the Spirit would come down! Mrs 
H—— gave me a sweet word of encouragement about 
it; I am sure God gave it to her, for it came to mo 
with such sweetness and power—‘He that gosth forth 
and weepeth, dearing precious seed, shall doubtless come 
again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him’ 
‘Let us plead the precious promise in His name in whom 
all the promises are yea and amen, and we shall not 
labour in vain; Jet us take it as our motto-text for our 
districts, in all our efforts; but oh! what efforta mine 
are! poor, weak, sinful, feeble ; but through Jesus, they 
ere mighty to the pulling down of strongholda I am 
glad wa have been sent to the Refuge ; it is no sweet 
to go from one sick-bed to another, stammering out 
some words about the Heavenly Physician. ... And 
now farewell for the present. May you be filled with 
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‘the peace that passeth all understanding,’ and may 
you in body, soul, and spirit be preserved blameless to 
the coming of the Lord; and oh! if it be His will, 
may you and I meet again even in the wilderness, to 
talk together of all His wondrous works, to tell ono 
another what He has done for our souls, and to exalt 
His name together. Dear Saviour! glorious Imma- 
nuel, I wish I knew Thee better, and served Thee better. 
I wish much, you would pray for me, that if I am spared 
to see another year, I may spend it entirely for God, 
and with God. I do wish (if I know myself at all) to 
live as a child of light, as a pilgrim travelling to another 
land; but if it is only wishes, that is of no use. How 
grieved and ashamed I am, when I think of all the sins 
and shortcomings of this past year! Will you ask 
forgiveness for them all, and also that I may overcome, 
through Christ, al/ my sins and temptations, particularly 
slothfulnese, selfishness, worldliness, and desire for my oun 
glory? I have many, many more than these, but I 
seom to see theso particularly. Pray that they may 
really be overcome; and pride too. I sometimes fear 
I shall never get over my sing, for I see, when I look 
in, I am intending at some fature time to be better, and 
to live really as a child of God; but then I see I am 
slways putting it off, instead of beginning now. Oh! 
Iam weary of myself at times, but, thanks be to our 
wonderful God, He is not weary of me, and He will 
perfect the work He has begun. © that the next year 
may truly be 8 new year with all God's dear children!” 


CHAPTER X. 


Frotares of 0 Saint. 


‘Lrmewzss to her Lord in all things was what M—— 
ever sought. Over her unlikeness to Him she mourned. 
Becoming less and Jess satisfied with herself, and more 
and more eatisfied with Him, she could not rest with 
anything eave conformity to His image, Daily she 
looked to Him, not only that she might draw fresh 
peace, and healing, and strength out of His fulness, but 
that she might become like Him in all things “Be- 
holding as in # glass the glory of the Lord, she was 
changed (transfigured—perapopooua) into the same 
image from glory to glory” (2 Cor, iii, 18). She 
walked in the light of His countenance, and she found 
holiness 8 well as gladness. Fellowship with Jesus she 
proved to be as purifying ss it was comforting. Losing 
her resemblance to the children of this present evil 
world, she gréw in conformity to the children of the 
kingdom, She bad taken the family name, and ehe 
could not be content without the family likeness. The 
lineamenta of the Elder Brother were traced more and 
more legibly upon her day by day. 

Some of these features we will now draw tegether, 
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not grouping them after any special order, but bring- 
ing them out with enfficient distinctness to make them 
perceptible, and illustrating them hy extracts from her 
diaries and letters. We make no attempt at an artifi- 
cial exhibition ; we do not try to colour, or soften down, 
or flatter; we give her own words—words written in 
‘most cases in the closet, under the eye of God alone, 
and evidently expressive of her genuine feeling in its 
various moods—shady or sunny, hopeful or depressed, 
buoyant with victory or broken down with conflict, 

Sense of Helplesmness.— Her impulsive fervour of cha- 
acter and resolute energy of action did not lead to 
self-dependence, or, as it is the fashion to call it now, 
to“self-reliance.” Her strength, like her life, was “hid 
with Christ in God.” It was not strength acquired by 
eelf-exertion, or deposited in her by God. It was strength 
for the occasion, or the day, or the trial—strength 
drawn out of another by faith, she herself remaining 
helpless as before. It was strength in weakness— 
strength corresponding to her infirmities, and which led 
herto glory in these infirmities that the power of Christ 
might rest on her. As it was to another's righteousness 
that she was indebted for her acceptance, so it was of 
another's strength that she availed herself in all that 
sha did for God. 

“I Save had,” she writes, “I think, but one feeling 
this morning—a feeling of utter helplessness, 1 went 
to prayer thie morning with no desires, no faith, no 
power, no strength at all; and I felt very miserable at 
first; but 1 wes enabled to cast myself upon the 
almighty strength and the unchanging love of my own 
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compassionate Saviour, and there I found rest. I think 
God is answering my prayer, that Jesus may be made 
precious to me, by making me first feel my own weak- 
ness, I must first be emptied of myself before I can be 
filled with Jesus, It iz painful way; but if it makes 
me prize Him, it is worth bearing (and a thousand times 
more) all the sore trials I have ever suffered, How 
bleused it would be if I could see myself entirely help- 
lees, that I might trust altogether to Jesus! How 
weet it would be to come up from the wilderness 
umaxtxa upon the Beloved! © Jesus, wean me from 
self, from self-will and selfishness in every form, from 
sin, from earth, from every earthly idol, and fill my 
whole soul with Thyself. Amen, Lord Jesus!” 

It was thus that God led her on—making her focl 
that self-reliance is as incompatible with the work of the 
Spirit as self*righteousness is with the work of Jesus. 
Again she writese— 

“TI feel my utter weakness and helplessness more 
than anything eleo just now, I think. Oh! may it 
make me prize His strength the more, and lead me to 
trust entirely to Him who is the mighty God!” 

Lowliness of Spirit—One wes sometimes led to think 
that she undervalued herself too auch, as it led her to 
lay undue stress on the opinions of others, and to dis- 
trust her own judgmententirely, An extreme like this 
is not without its danger; for it seta aside personal 
responsibility before God, produces vacillation of opinion 
and action, and hinders that manliness of decision 
which holds fast that which it has reosived. Though 
occasionally, however, deferring to others who ought 
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rather to have been taught by her, and thereby involy- 
ing herself in perplexity, M——— held fast her fnith and 
hope. Yet while doing so she speaks thus of herself: 
—“ Make me willing to be esteemed as vile, and worth- 
Tess, and mean (and what am I but that?) among all 
who know me, if only Thou art glorified. What a 
wretch I am, to feel so unwilling to let others despise 
me, if that would bring glory to Jesus! Ob, if I 
could only be willing to lie down and let others walk 
over me to Jesus, if it be only by that means they can 
come to Him! If He is glorified, what does it signify 
if I am despised? I had a letter from S—— which 
hart my vile pride, © Jesus, give me grace to win this 
soul to Thee!” 

“TI hope God will hear my prayers for her” (a friend 
for whom she often prayed), “for the sake of His dear 
Son, though I think my prayers are more full of sin 
than anything else Ido, Do you find that?” 

Decision and Earnestness.—She had left the world at 
onoe, She never looked behind her, but fled precipi- 
tately from it, as if fearing that it might pursue her, or 
that she might be tempted backagain. Like Christian, 
with his fingers in his ears, running from the City of 
Destruction, vo did she run, She nover stayed to cal- 
culate the consequences, nor give an opportunity to the 
seducer to overtake or ensnare her ere she left the region 
of vanity, 

Thus she threw herself beyond the reach of many 
subtle mare, and saved herself from the pain of many 
a trial that might have arisen from attempts to lure her 
once more into the net. Her decision at the outset 
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made every one feel that such efforts were hopeless. 
No friends, however dear, could entertain the hope of 
‘inducing her to set foot again within the circle of vanity. 
They might go to her; but eke would never again rejoin 
them, And though, donbtless, some of her trials did 
arise from her decision, yat how many were thus warded. 
off, and how much of her spiritual progress may be 
ascribed to this calm firmness of purpose! Vacillation 
Bt the outset, if it does not quite drag the soul back into 
its former worldliness, most sadly retards progress in 
after life, and is the unconfessed cause of many a 
wretched stumble, 

As she had left the world with an energy quite her 
own, so she threw herself with her whole soul into the 
embrace of her Lord. She was in earnest. 

‘Yet her earnestness was not of that false, sentimental, 
or self-righteous kind, so much in fashion. The word 
“earnestness,” go common amongst ua, deceives many, 
both those who think that they possess the quality, and 
those who admire it in others. It forms one of Satan's 
most cunning traps for the unwary. By means of it, 
he ig cheating thousands out of their divine inheritance, 
making them think that they are religious, and that 
their earnestness is such a goodly thing before man, and 
such an eoceptable thing in the sight of God, that they 
are really entitled to claim heaven, whatever their 
opinions—nay, whatever their life may be. Earnest- 
nea, with many, covers every fault, and beautifies sin, 
error, folly, Popery—nay, even infidelity itself. 

But the earnestness of which we speak was that of 
one whose whole soul had become engrossed with the 
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mighty things of an eternal heaven and on endless hell, 
who had sought and found forgiveness, and acceptance, 
and joy, and heirship through the great propitiation, 
and whose heart had gone up to Him in whom centred 
all created and all uncreated beauty. It was the 
earnestness of a justified soul—the earnestness of one 
who had got » glimpse of the unsearchable riches of 
Christ, 

Of this earnestness we need give no particular gpeci- 
mens ; it is transfused through all she wrote and did. 

Longings to be Holy.—To be holy, was'the burden of 
her prayers. “Ob, when shall I be holy?” is a fre- 
quent interjection in her lettera. To use Christ, not 
merely for pardon, but for getting rid of sin, was what 
she sought to do. To anticipate a holy heaven was one 
of her dearest joys. 

“TI have been very unheppy,” she writes; “I have 
geen my sing 60 much, without seeing my Saviour, that 
1 am often terrified, and cannot pray. My heart seema 
quite frozen ; and oh, at times, the grief I am in, at 
the bare possibility of not getting to heaven at last! 
Tt ia not 6o much the being for ever happy that I long 
for, as the being for ever holy, and with those who 
are holy. I long sometimes to beseech God not to send 
me to hell, for there are none holy there, none who love 
Jesas. Oh, if it be misery to live with worldly people 
on earth, what must it be there! I wish I were holy! 
Don’t you long for it also? But then you are not like 
me; you are not 20 perfectly sinful. Dearest, will you 
‘pray much for me, and pray that my hard heart may 
be melted?” 
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“ October 12, 1842—When you remember me in 
your prayers, will you plead for holiness? for, oh, 1 am 
sick of sin! Don’t you sometimes feel as if everything 
around and within you, as if the very air you breathe, 
were all full of sin¢ I often long to feel one holy 
thought or wish; but I long in vain.” 

And in these longings to be holy, how strongly did 
the new nature manifest itself! There was something 
about them so fervent, so intense, so irrepressible, that 
we are made to feel that the spring within, out of which 
they poured themselves, must have been of no common 
depth. Is the average of the age’s picty at all like 
this? A correct religious deportment is one thing, 
and holiness is quite another. There may be a fear 
of acting inconsistently, and yet no desires to be holy 
es God is holy. There may be the dread of a woful 
hell, and yet no longings for a Aoly heaven. Such ex- 
tracta as the above may lead some to re-examine the 
nature of their piety, and to re-question their claima 
to discipleship. Their religion may pass just now 
‘onquestioned, nay, honoured, for this is man’s day ; 
but God's day is at hand ;—will it stand the sifting 
‘then? 

In these warrings against sin and desires after holi- 
ness there was evidently a deep and solemn joy, though 
tha strife was desperate, and, in the course of it, anguish 
not seldom poured in upon the soul. The consciousness 
of not being wholly in conformity with God himself, 
‘was bitterness ; yet the longing to be so was in itself 
joy. The feeling that she was at one with God, in her 
desires to be like him, drew her into a nearness of fel- 
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lowship with Him, which lighted up each cloud through 
which she passed.* 

Tenderness of Conscience. — Through the blood of 
eprinkling her conscience had been pacified. The sight 
of the great sacrifice bad removed her guilty terrors, 
‘What the knowledge of God’s free love had done for 
her heart, that the knowledge of the cleansing blood 
had done for the conscience, For the “ purging of the 
conscience” cannot be effected by the knowledge of 
Divine Jove alone. Nothing but the sight of the blood 
can do that. In the blood we see the life of another 
taken for our life; and recognising this substitution, we 
get the benefit of it in our consciences ; for thus that 
which troubled them is taken away. We eee the wrath 
that should have smitien us passing over to another, 
and exhausting iteelf on him. 

But that very process by which her conscience waa 
pacified gave it a sensitiveness which no mere dread of 
wrath, no threatenings of the fiery law, could have 
done. Her natural conscience had been sensitive, but 
her renewed conscience was still more tender—tender 
in small things as well as in great things—tender as to a 
straying thought no less than a froward step. It is the 
tender conscience that is spoaking in the following 


“ 29th——Spent 8 day of sin and worldliness in Edin- 
burgh. Alas! how often do I spend such days! And 


‘+ * How precious,” saya Mra Stovens, “‘are the moments when God and 

‘Hie child are at perfect agreement on the question of what is most to the 

soul's enrichment ; when the Divine liberality, which watts to be gracious, 

{e answered by the earnest devotion which longs to be holy ; and spiritual 

treasures are, in consequence, given and received! This condition is one 

of tha highest dignity and enjoyment that belongs to the immortal soul.” 
t 
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yet, when I came home and went to prayer, ashamed 
and afryid, I had such a wonderful, such s melting 
season as I have not been blest with for a long time. 
O the wonderful forbearance and forgiveness of God to 
ach a vile wretch as Tam! I could not think of my 
sina ; I eould do nothing bnt praiso Him for His love, 
‘When I thought of the sinful day I hed passed, I tried 
to ootfess my sing, but could do nothing but praise. 
© that T could cease sinning against such love! O 
that I oould cease pieroing the bosom on which ¥ leant 
but when I would do good, evil is present with me.” 
“16th—Last night I dishonoured Jesus by yielding 
ton unholy temper, How sinful I am! To think 
that I, who call myself the friend of Jesus, should 
Debave es one of His enemies! This occurrence has, I 
trust, been sanctified to me. It has shewn me how 
keenly the unconverted watch every action of the 
Christian, It shews me how prayerfully and how holily 
I must walk. It has led me more to the throne of 


“9th—Thia morning I had a painful yet sweet season 
at prayer, 1 had committed sin, the night before, 
by giving way to angry feelings—s cin, alas! I often 
commit; and this morning my whole soul wes melted 
with grief at my desperate wickedness in sinning 
against eo much love. My heart felt breaking as I 
wept before Jeaus, I think He has forgiven me; but 
T cannot forgive myself My sins seero al] the more 
vile, the more they are pardoned.” 

“ November 22-—M. C, came to spend the day with 
us I grieve to say we were full of levity and folly all 
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day, and in the evening we went together to the throne 
of grace and confessed our iniquities to our injured God 
and Father, and I trust were forgiven. It wasa solemn 
meeting. We had never all prayed together before, 
but none of us seemed to mind the presence of the 
others, We were so ashamed before our God, of the 
way in which we had dishonoured Him, and brought 
reproach on the name of Jesus, EF thonght my heart 
would break as I thought of how much I had grieved 
the heart of Jesus, and been a stumbling-block in the 
way of others coming to Him.” 

Separation from the World.—In M-——'e case there 
‘was no looking back on Sodom, no thought of return- 
ing whence ehe had come out. There was no coming 
and going between Egypt and Canaan, as if there were 
some neutral region which she might occupy, or as if 
God had not defined the boundaries between the realm 
of darkness and the kingdom of His dear Son. Her 
coming out from the world, as we have seen, was com- 
plete. She did not hanker after it. She did not sitdown 
to calculate how many of its gaieties were harmless, and 
how many were harmful, that she might still indulge 
the former while keeping aloof from the latter; she did 
not try to persuade herself that the world was not 
wholly evil, and that worldly people might be Christians 
after all. She mw that if the Bible were true, there 
ware just two classes of men—those that are of God, 
and those that are of the world ; those that are from 
beneath, and those that are from above. There was 
no third party, halfearthly and half-heavenly. She 
might yearn over the world, but that would not make 
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it leas “the world ;” that would not lessen ita danger, 
nor alter God's condemnation of it, 

She not only “came out,” but she was “ separate;” 
she “touched not the unclean thing” (2 Cor. vi. 17). 
She “hated even the garments spotted by the flesh” 
(Jade 28). She saw that it was an unholy world; a 
world that sought its own pleasures and honours; a 
‘world in whose gay haunts God was not; a world with 
which her new nature could have no sympathy; 
world whose society no holy soul could enjoy; « world 
whose tastes and habits were totally uncongenial with 
hers: she saw theso things, and she quistly but reso- 
lutely withdrew from all its vanities, Nay, more, ahe 
sought to win others to the same separation, for ahe 
oonld not understand how it was pomible for a man to 
‘be a Christian, and yet join with the world in its dance, 
‘nd song, and sport. Hence she never hesitated to 
warn or to counsel those who walked in worldliness, 
and yet named the name of Christ; and she sought, 
by all means in her power, to draw the poor worldling 
out of the deadly snare. She knew what the world 
wea, ond sho shunned it as a fatal ihecination, She 
emembered how it had once stood between her and 
God, how it had done its utmost to shut out the glory 
from her eye; and she sought (if one may so speak) to 
‘be avenged on it for its enchantments. 

‘Thus she writes to her friend, not long after her con- 
version :—“ I went to Mrs ——, but had not an oppor- 
‘tunity of speaking to either of them, I doubted the 
Propristy of remaining, for I wos very unhappy. I 
could not pray, nor do anything. Ob! it is terrible to 
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live with those who do not seem to care for God at all! 
Pray much for my dear ——- who lives with them! I 
shall tell —— what you my about ‘the line between 
the world and Christ.’ I sent my letter to dear ——. 
He wrote me # very kind answer. He was not angry 
at my writing, and says ‘he hopes it will have the effect 
of bringing us both nearer to God.’ He says he may 
porhaps write again on the subject : he has not yet, #0 
Iam thinking of writing to him again, and speaking 
to him about the love of Jesus, and the happiness of 
having found Him. Do you think I ought? But I 
hope to have opportunities of speaking to him, which 
would be much better. But 0 how Satan tempts me 
at these times to think that there is time enough! I 
always seem to realise the things of eternity at these 
times Jess than at any other: do you feel that? I am 
very glad you are to write to —. I told her about 
being wholly on one side or the other. I also told her 
your dream, She did not say anything. 1 wish she 
knew Jesus; she would make a very sweet follower of 
the Lamb, Dear friend, shall your dream really come 
to pass? Yes, I trast it will. Oh! shall you and I 
really be amongst the green pastures, by the still waters, 
with Christ, seeing Him as He is, and being like Him? 
It is more like @ dream than a reality. You T bave no 
doubt of; oh! I hope J shall meet you in heaven! It 
seems too glorious for me. I hope I shall welcome you 
to heaven, for I musr go first; and I hope I shall die 
in Kelao, with you beside me, saying, ‘Come, Lord 
Jesus, come quickly ; take her to Thyself !"” 

High Aima—She sought not “ great things” for her- 
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self, and yet she was ever siming high. She “coveted 
the beet gifts” She was not content to stand upoa 
the low level or to live at the low rate with which moet 
are eatiafled, Sho was ambitious of an honourable 
place among the children of the King. Thus she tells 
‘her aima :— 

“Hove just finished the Life of J. B, Taylor. What 
@ wonderful Christian he wae! And it has utirred me 
up to be what be pressed upon everybody—to be ‘an. 
uncommon Christian.’ But oh! I have an evil heart 
of unbelief, and ‘great earthliness and corruptions to 
atruggle with !" 

“ Dec. 30,1844,—I should like very, very mauch tobe a 
very spiritual Christian. But itis written, ‘The diligent 
sonl shall be made fat,’ and I am far too dothful. I 
wish I were in heaven. I cannot stay here any longer. 
Tt is 80 miserable to be a half-and-half Christian, a 
Jokewarm believer, if there can be sucha thing. Don't 
you long for the rest in Immanuel’s land —for its 
golden streets, its pearly gates, its eternal sunshine, ite 
green pastures, its still waters, and its cea of glass, and, 
above all, the unveiled fuse of Him who alone makes 
our heaven below? I often wonder that we can remain 
60 contentedly here, absent from the Lord.” 

Love to the Scriptures—It was intense, “Every 
‘word of God” she set above all price, Her reading of 
it was thorough, not superficial ; systematio, not desul- 
tory ; continuous, not fitful Though sho hed her 
chapters or her verses that she seemed to joy in above 
others, yet it was the whole Word that sho searched 
afd fed upon, delighting to Link all with “the Beloved 
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One,” and feeling that of each part He was the centre. 
She eagerly Inid hold of any text that might come from 
the lip or pen of a friend, and treasured it up. If you 
had lighted up a new star before her eye, you could 
not have given her half the gladness which seemed to 
Kindle within her, when some new ray fell upon # pas- 
sage and gave her a fresh glimpse of the thinga within the 
veil. Sho generally placed a text at the head of every 
letter, that those to whom she wrote might have a 
meszage from God ere they read a word of hers, Ino 
similar spirit she thus wrote to a friend :—“I cannot 
tell you how delighted I am that my letter was 80 much 
blest to you; it is the only letter I ever nent off to you 
with any satisfaction, becanse there were none of my 
words in it, and I felt 80 happy at the time in thinking 
that my beloved one would get one letter from me that 
might be blest to her.” Elsewhere she thus writes :-— 
“The text that the blessed Spirit sent home with power 
to my heart this morning, wes this—and oh, it is a 
very precious one—‘ The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 
from all sin.” 

In her diary of June 1843, there is the following 
entry :—“I have bad a long time of reading to-day ; 
T don't know how it is, I can do nothing but read His 
holy Word. I have no heart for anything else... . . 
B, and I ssw Mr B. the other day in Edinburgh. He 
gave me this text at parting—‘ The night is far epent, 
the day is at hand.’ I felt as if he could not have 
given me a sweeter. O how eweet eternal day will be 
after such a long dark night!” 

In a letter to a friend, she writee—‘Have you 
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thought of what part of the Word we shall read 
together on Saturdayst Shall we read the 21st of 
Revelation next Saturday? sad by the Ssturday after, 
Thope to have heard from you. I was glad that you 
eottled that we should devote last Saturday to confession, 
for oh, I fool I have been vary guilty in the little pro- 
fit I have got from such a sweet portion of God's sweet 
Word ; how prayerlessly I have read it! how little I 
have meditated upon it! how little I have fed upon it! 
how little I have praised God for it! Let us agree, 
dearest, to read this in a very different manner. I have 
thought of a plan that might make it, by God's bleas- 
ing, very profitable to us ; I want us each to write down, 
after we have read the chapter, what particular verses 
have struck us, and what we think about them, and 
what has been most blest to us, and then, WHEN WE 
‘MEET, we can compare notes, and see who has most 
to praise Jesus for. Do you like this plan, and will 
you agree to it?” 

Thirsting for God.—“I prayed this morning,” she 
records on July 31, 1843, “ that God would in meroy 
remove everything that comes between Jesus and my 
soul, and that He would shew me what prevents the 
light of His countenance shining upon my soul. Par- 
haps it will be painful to ech and blood to have this 
prayer answered ; but I am in the hands of One who 
doth not ‘willingly affict,* and I have no fear, All I 
‘Nant i tobe ‘weaned from this sinful sorrowfil ‘world, 
and to have Jesus for my all in all.” 

* A remarkable feature of her Christian character,” 
writes her friend, “was her misery when she could not 
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realise the presence of God. Life seamed a burden to 
her if she had not the light of His countenance con- 
tinnally. One day she came to me in an agony of 
mind, begging me to pray with her, for she had been 
Jong praying alone, but could not find God, and she 
could not live without Him.” In a similar strain she 
thus wrote to her friend on recovering from 8 sharp 
‘ines :—“ It ia strange that I have not felt my Father's 
presencs so much during this illness as I did the last; 
the first day it was the sweet Sabbath-day. I oould 
only repeat to myself the name of Jesus, and I felt it 
very sweet to lie and think about Him. But I was 
e00n too ill even to do that, At ono time I almost 
forgot God. Oh, I have boon very wicked! Will you 
pray for me, dearest, that God would forgive the sing 
of tho last week?” In August 1841, little more than 
@ month after her conversion, she thus wrote to her 
friend :—“ I should like to have God always in my 
thoughts, dwelling in my very heart. I cannot bear 
‘to pass a day, nay, not an hour, withott some token 
of His presenoe, I cannot live a stranger to my God.” 
Fellowship with the Saints —Whatever there might be 
of natural selfishness in her character, as she often 
eomplaing, it did not check the outflowing of her aym- 
pathies towards others, nor her desire to receive 
sympathy in rotum, In the days of hor vanity this 
had been the case, and afterwards it came out still 
more fully. Her new nature went forth in quest of 
congenial fellowship. It was not merely that she 
wanted some to love; she wanted some into whose 
bosoms she might pour her griefs and joys, Henoo 
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she sought with such eagerness the company of mints, 
In every one who knew the Saviour whom sho loved, 
she found not only a friend, but a relative. Nor did 
she hesitate to claim kindred in such cases. Poor or 
rich, it mattered not to her. They were members of 
the one household, and thet was enough. She could 
speak to them of her beloved Lord; she could join with 
them in the hope of the inheritance ; she could respond 
to them in their feelings as to the loneliness of exile 
here; she could try to bear their burdens, and ask - 
them to bear hers in return. 

The reader may get an insight into this feature of 
her character from such & passage as the following :— 

“ How glad I was to get your dear Istter! you 
make me wait too long for them. Don’t think you 
ean't give me comfort. The very sight of your hand- 
writing is enough to cheer me. I am sorry to write 
to you just now, because I feel so mad. Iam afraid E 
infect you. Many outward things vex me, and‘then I 
have not mnch comfort within; but I have more than 
I deserve; and this encourages me—Jesus is the same. 
Though I change every moment, He is the eame yester- 
day, to-day, and for ever. I don’t think I shall be 
Tight again till Iam with you. You cannot imagine 
how I fong to see you, and tell you all my griefs. 
You will say, Go to Jesus, and tell Him all, Yes, 
but Jesus himself went to His disciples in His dis- 
treas; and I am sure, when wo are together, Jesus 
will be with us to bless us. How slow the time goos! 
‘It seems to creep. And yet, how it will fly when we 
meet!” 
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Her intercourse was truly Christian fellowship. She 
had no relish for anything else, Narrating, in a letter, 
the circumstances of a walk with a friend, she sums up 
simply and touchingly thue—“ We spoke obout Jesus 
till we longed to be with Him.” 

The Appreciation of the Blood of Christ—However 
much the love of Christ might cheer and gladden, it 
was the blood alone that could give peace. The love 
might touch the heart; but the conscience needed the 
blood, for it required something to tell it that the 
awful penalty had been exhausted—“ The soul that 
sinneth, it shall die.” To know that there is a sub- 
atitute; that he has met the law's inexorable demands, 
by giving it a veritable Ze; and that, by so doing, ho 
has made the removal of our guilt o righteous trans- 
action, never to be reversed, nay, irreversible: this is 
what the conscience needs, and without this it cannot 
have peace, for the thing which caused its trouble— 
namely, its sense of guilt—would remain untaken away. 
It is tho blood alone that can “ purge the conscience 
from dead works to serve the living God.” _ M—— 
felt this deeply, for her conscience (as we bave seen) 
wea tender in the extreme, The mere incarnation of 
the Son of God was not enough; there must be suffer- 
ing and death. “ Not without blood” is a verse to 
which every awakened conscience responds, Hers did 
most cordially respond to it, as, for instance, when she 
thus breathes forth her desires,—“O to be ever washed 
in this blood! It both cleanses and destroys the power 
of sin. I asked God to cover me all over with this 
precious blood, and He did it, And oh, what a won- 
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derfol tide of unmerited love He poured in upon my 
glad soul! It was almost too much. Oh, if the drops 
are so sweet, what must the ocean be!” 

Trust in Christ—She leaned on Christ himself, for 
she saw in Him one who was entirely worthy of her 
fullest confidence; and her soul was satished with His 
work, for she saw it to be altogether complete and 
euitable. It was enough for her. Her conscience 
needed nothing more to pacify it than the knowledge 
that “ He had finished transgression, and made an end 
of sin, and brought in everlasting righteousness.” “I 
am trying,” she writes in January 1842, “to trust Christ 
for everything, for I have nothing myself at all; at 
times not even 8 desire ; yet He will not be weary even 
of me, for Ho is long-suffering and abundant in mercy.” 
Again she wrote on September 4—“ Yesterday was the 
communion at Mr Robertaon’s. I had less joy than 
ever I had at any commounion befora, I think; but T 
felt E could érust Christ. . . . I did not feel Him near, 
‘but I trust I felt Him precious, as the Saviour of 
sinners, even the chief, I could trust my soul to Him 
for time and for eternity. ‘ It is finished’ was all my 
ples, and T felt it enough. God is satisfied with the 
work of His beloved Son—why should not I be aatie~ 
fied too?” Again, in August 1842, she wrote to me— 
“T have never forgotten one thing you wrote to me 
fome time ago; you told me to go more to God with 
my difficulties, and less to man. I daresay I should 
not have done so, if I had had man to go to; but 
lately I have had no one but Jesus to speak to, and I 
have found it often very blessed to tel! Him all my 
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troubles. But still it is sweet to mest with a child of 
God; so you must not be angry with me for wishing it 
80 much ; but you mnust pray fer ms that I may not 
trust too much to man’s words, but that I may live 
more upon the Wond of God.” 

In another letter to a friend in Kelso, she epeaks 
more at length :— 

“ September 23, 1844. 

“ My pxanxst B——,—I offen find it diffioult to 
believe that Jesus forgives freely. I am always want- 
ing to bring something sa prico—either my repent- 
ance, or my tears, or my prayers, or something else— 
anything but free grace. 1 suppose one reason is, it is 
80 humbling to human pride to be freely forgiven ; and 
another, because we do not know God, we do not know 
how immense His love is, and how it glorifies Him 
to forgive ‘without money and without price.’ Dear 
friend, you and I ‘ have nothing to pay.’ Let us allow 
Sesus ‘ frankly to forgive us both!’ In the chapter I 
was reading this morning, Paul says, ‘I am nothing:* 
surely we may say that too. Nay, he gloried in his 
infirmities, that the power of Christ might rest upon 
him. Christ's strength is made perfect in our weakness 
—the weaker we are, the more Christ is glorified in 
holding us up ; the more sinful we are, the more Heia 
glorified in cleamsing us from all sin, and in delivering 
‘us from its power; for He says, ‘Sin ehall not have do- 
minion over you;' 50 that, though sin may rage, it can- 
not reign; and the more ignorant we are, the more He 
ia glorified in teaching us (O how slow He finds me in 
learning |) ; 20 that, whatever we are, however low we 


302 ‘YFRATUROS OF A SAINT. 


may have sunk, if we ovly put ourselves in his hands, 
He will get glory to hinmelf by us. How glad that 
thought makes me, that He gets glory from me! Paul 
saya, ‘When I am weak, thes am I strong.’ Don’t you 
often find how true that ia? When you are weakest in 
yourself, then you find thet you get on best, beosuso 
yon lean more on His strength. If we would tru 
Him entirely, how fast we should move! He tells ux to 
‘trast in Him at all times’—it ia easier to do this 
sometimes than at others. What low thoughts of 
“the Mighty God” that shews us to have! asif He could 
not help us in the greatest difficulty, as well as in the 
Jessi! How we shall wonder at our unbelief, when we 
reach that blessed place where we shall never, never 
doubt Him again!" 

“T pecretly reated," says an old minister, “after 1 
believed, in the act of faith, rather than in the object of 
faith, and drew comfort from this more than from the 
object, Christ holden ont in the gospel” Though per- 
haps thia might occasionally be a mare into which 
M— was led, yet it will be evident that this was not 
her tendency. ‘The object of faith bad, in her eye, ax- 
famed such a place, that she seldom turned in to think 
about her own act of seeing. Engrowsed with the Lord. 
himself, she had no time to scrutinise or analyse the 
mental process through which she had thus become ab- 
sorbed in the vision of His glory ; or when at times He 
seemed absent or hidden, she was so bent upon regain- 
ing the aight of His excelleney, by thinking about Hitw- 
ser, that her own actings of faith and love quite fell 
outof sight Engrosement with the person of her Lord 
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kept ber from thinking about herself, eve as one that 
infinitely needed Him, She knew that to look at Christ 
‘was to have peace with God; but that to look at her act 
of looking, waa to look away from Christ, and that to 
continue thus looking at her own act of looking, would 
inevitably be to fall from grace (Gal, v. 4). Nor would 
it avail her to have “begun in the Spirit,” if afterwards 
she should seek to be “ made perfect by the flesh” (Gal. 
fii, 8). 

Desires after Christ, and Attachment to His Person.— 
Letters and diary are alike full of these, They are 
the sunlight of every page. With Him, all was noon- 
day; without Him, all was midnight. At one time, 
when feeling that her soul was dried up, she writes— 
“0 for Jobn’s place, leaning upon the breast of 
Jesus! I was telling Mr Robertson that I could not 
praise Him for anything, and he said, ‘ Praise Him that 
you are miserable without Him.’ This iz, indeed, mat- 
ter of praise, © how mach worse should I be, if I 
wore happy without Him! Bat T must seck to be happy 
with Him, and in Him, I read achapter from Matthew 
to dear J—— to-night, and then prayed, I was much 
helped in prayer. I did not feel happy, but I felt 
softened and peaceful, and a sweet feeling that Jeaus 
‘was listening.” 

“T miss —— greatly, but I must go the more to 
Jesus, Ab! He must be my all in all, All I need is 
treasured up in Him; all I want for time and for 
eternity; and He himself is my blessed portion. O 
for a single eye to God's glory! that is what I want. 
O Jesus, mine own God, give me this! How pre- 
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cious Jesus seems to-day! J long to bring the whole 
world to Him... 2... Make me instrumental in 
leading many souls to Thee, blemed Jemus!.... 
I was a little happier this morning at prayer, while 
giving myself entirely to Jesun. It sceras 20 very sweet, 
the idea of being Christ’s servant. It was a very holy, 
happy feeling; and I could not help praising Him for 
it. It is sweeter to praise than to pray.” 

Oct. 28.—R. and I had a wonderfully sweet mest- 
ing to-night. Jesus was evidently with us, causing our 
hearts to sing for joy. We were so happy that we 
could not help singing, and we sang together the 23d 
Palm.” 

“ Oct. 81,—Had a very sweet senson in prayer 
this morning. It was all praise. I could do nothing 
but praise. I felt as if I were really standing before 
the throne, singing the new song, Jesus was very 
near, and unutterably precious. . . . O for many such 
seasons! and O for a heart to praiso! { felt each 
person of the blessed Godhead precious. The Father's 
Tove seemed so full in giving Jesus; and Jesus seemed 
80 precious; His love ‘passeth knowledgo;’ and the 
Spirit geemed so full of love, in lovingly dwelling 
in such a heart as mine. it was a melting season. 
© that I could shew forth His praise—that I bad a heart 
and a tongue to tell to all around what « dear Saviour 
I have found!” 

“ Tuesday, Jan. 2, 1844.—Had & sweet season at 
prayer this morning, in thinking of the Father's 
well-pleasedness with His beloved Son. It is very 
sweet to think that Jesus is glorified in our salvation, 
that He gets all the glory.” 
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© Saturday, 17th—Had a fow minutes of very great 
sweetness this morning at prayer. I never feel such 
solid joy or peace as when asking the Father to reveal 
to me the Son, and to enable me to make Him a whole 
Saviour, nots half Saviour. It would be so very sweet 
af I could only get my wicked heart to trust all to 
Josus, and to rest my weary soul on the precious Scrip- 
tore, ‘It is finished. I got a sight of that truth for a 
moment the other night, and it was unutterably sweet.” 

1 wish you were with me to-day, that we might 
speak together of the love of Christ, ‘which passeth 
knowledge.’ I bad a very wonderful taste of it this 
morning ; it was all praise together. What a wonder- 
fal Saviour we have! ien't He very precious? I could 
hardly stand His love this morning, it was so very, very 
sweet, and so undeserved by me, I never had such a 
foretaste of the blessedness of heaven before ; I felt ax 
if I were really standing faultless befure the throne, 
Kinging the new song. How my heart longed to praise 
‘Him as be ought to be praised! but I could praiso Him 
for the glad hope, that perhaps very soon I should really 
praise Him even as He deserves to praised. It will be 
sweet to cast our crowns at His feet, and give Him all 
the glory. 0 to be rid of this body of sin and death, 
—to seo Him as He is!’ for then ‘we shall be like Him. 
Tam very unlike Him now, but yet he loves me; I know 
He does! and He will teach rhe, even me, to love Him ; 
to my with Peter, ‘Lord, thon knoweet all things, thou 
knowest that I love Thee;’ but oh, what a poor love 
‘mine is |—I am ashamed of it. I wish you would pload 
this precious promise for me—‘This people have I 

. 
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formed sor myself; they shall shew forth my praise.’ T 
wish I could forget myself and think only of Jesu, O 
that I longed more to bring sinners to Him! When He 
drew so near to me this morning, I tried to pray that 
you might drink deeper and deeper into His filling love; 
you know more of it than Ido. You are not so full of 
self or unbelief as Iam; but all the glory is His; He 
is more glorified in some than in others ; isn’t it sweat to 
think that He gets all the glory, and you and I none? 
Every fecling of love wo have He gave us; all our 
natural foclings are enmity; isn’t it wonderfult Are 
you happy in His love?” 

Pricing the Mercy-Seat.—It was the “ seat of mevoy,” 
the “throne of grace” toher. She prized it because she 
felt she needed it, and because the grace that was dis- 
pensed there was just the grace which suited her case as 
asinner, And it was what she saw of grace in that 
throne that emboldened her to come, with every sin 
and burden, at any moment, in the assurance that 
from such place no one that was willing to be indebted 
to grace alons would be sent empty away. Of it she 
gpeaks thua:-—“ This morning had a cross, which again 
led me to the mercy-seat. Oh, what @ place it is! 
‘How grateful should dear BR. and I be, thet we have 
been Jed to feel its preciousness!” 

To this meroy-seat she carried every burden, as well 
ag every sin; every perplerity, es well as every fear. 
‘Most implicitly did she trust her God and Father, and 
with most childlike openness did ehe unbosom her 
heart to Him :—*1 asked that He would lead us to 
choose a residence where He would bless our souls. I 
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asked nothing for us all but that they might be born 
again. I ssked that wherever we went He would go 
with us, I pleaded the precious command, ‘Be otrefal 
for nothing.’ I have committed my way to Him, and 
J know that He will be faithfal to His word and direct 
our steps, I asked Him also to guide R. and me with 
regard to the church we should go to, and I know He 
will lead us in a right path with regard to this also, 
Ob, what should we do without Him! ‘Hold thou us 
up, and we shall be safe,” I think I was made willing 
with regard to this matter to say, whatever way wo ara 
Ted in, ‘ZAy will be done, not ours.’ I asked with 
regard to this, and with regard to where we may go 
to live, that He would not grant us our wishes if they 
were not according to His will. All my prayers, 0 
Lord, are before Thee; ch! grant me a gracious answer, 
for Jeaus’ sake. I thought of this verse to-day— Con- 
tinue in prayer, and watch in the same, with thanks- 
giving.’ I iust watch for the answer to these peti- 
tions.” 

* Thursday, November 2.—Had a letter from ——, 
fixing every Thursday between eight and nine for herself, 
D—, T— , RB—-, and me, to meet at the throne 
of grace. I went to meet them this evening, and 
found it very sweet to plead for each other.” 

“ Saturday, December 2.—The first day of the Prayer 
Union, It is sweet thing to think that so many of 
God's children are pleading together at the same hour, 
O that there may be a great blessing 1” 

“ 26th.—Have just bad a very eoleran and wry, very 
sweet season at the throne of grace, I had not po 


808 VEATUBES OF A SAIR7. 


much joy as a swest, sweet kind of holy fellowship and 
communion with Jesus. Ob! it was blessed ; I cannot 
tell thow blessed! I felt I was so wonderfully beppier 
than the worldling. 1 Idnged to tell all what a happy, 
Lappy life the Christian's ia. I had much pleasure in 
praying for my beloved sister M——., and I elt I was 
heard. He will answer my prayer in His own time.” 

“ Oct, 18, 1845.—I have been trying to learn to 
pray anywhere, even not on my knees, as I cannot go 
toa cold room. © fora praying heart! Am in great 
trouble generally about getting a room to myself 
for prayer, and was thinking how God could bring 
muoh good out of this evil both to me and to others, 
‘Was thinking that my dear friends, from the very fact 
that there is so much trouble and work about getting 
4 room for R. and me, might be led to think, Do ws 
ax earnestly feel the need of a room for prayer ?”* 

In a letter to me, August 1842, I find her writing : 
“There is one thing I want you to pray for R. and 
me ; it i, that we may not be interrupted or hindered 
in our hours for reading and prayer. Will you ask 
this for ust I think they are sometimes vexed with 
us for being by ourselves 50 long, and yet I feel that I 
do not take enough time. I have often so much to 
sek for, that I could remain all day. But there are so 
many worldly things for us to do! I wonder how 
Christians can find so much time for all these worldly 
duties, and yet be so much in prayer. I am afraid we 


© She felt what on old minister asta down in his diary ve his expert 
ence: ‘Abstraction and solitads have dons ms much good; God beth 
oftentimes visited me in a nolitary wikemness." 
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do not redeem the time as we ought. Will you tell us 
about this when you write? but especially pray that 
our Father in heaven may shew us where we have gone 
‘wrong, and enable us to amend it.” 

There is something touching in the above extract. 
‘What longings for fellowship with God, and yet what a 
desire to discharge all needful duties] What desire to 
be alone—to have hours, nay, days of prayer! And 
yet what unwillingness to do anything that might 
annoy others! The worldly or the formal see nothing 
but selfishness in this love of being alone; and they 
are often more roused to anger against the religion 
that ahews itself in this solemn way, than against that 
which is ever working and bustling, The reason is 
evident. The man that is much with God in peoret ia, 
by the vary fact of his going alone to meet with his 
God, a far more unambiguous witness for God than the 
man who merely says or does religious things And, 
besides, the impress of God is more legibly stamped 
upon him, by the closeness of his contact with Him 
whom he goes alone to meet. 

‘Let us hear her egain, as she refers to this her place 
of glad resort :— 

“ What should you and I do if we had not the 
mercy-seat to go to at all times? It is the sunniest 
spot on this dark earth. J have felt very happy in the 
love of Jesus these last two days. This morning I 
could hardly leave the happy spot where I may tell 
Him all I feel, and aak for all I need. We shall 
not find even eternity too long to praise Him I do 
not forget you there. I was so hurried, that I forgot 
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to tell you in my last letter how much I have been 
helped in pleading for you since you went away; 
asking that you may be enabled to epeak for Jesus 
where you are. We must pray much for each other 
just now, that we may be brought nearer to Himself, 
and have no desire, no wish, but to be enabled to live 
to His glory. How far short of this do I live! I 
think there never was such an wn-Christ-like Christian 
as Iam. I was asking much this morning that I 
might realise more the things that are unseen. Oh, if 
we could always remember that we are only strangers 
and pilgrims here, we should think more of our home 
in hoaven, and care less for the things of earth, We 
‘Taust not live like those who ‘mind earthly things.’ 

“ How little worldly people know what they lose by 
not caring for eternal things! 1 think, if a worldly 
person tasted for one hour the unutterable joy and the 
sweet peace that Jesus gives His people, they would 
never care for earthly things again, at least they would 
not make them their all sa they do. I sometimes Jong 
to tell people how happy they would be if they would 
come to Jesus, and how Jesus longs for them to come, 
T have had great delight for several days in praying for 
my dear, dear ——. I think God must have special 
thoughts of mercy towards him just now. He cannot 
have given me these desires for him without intending 
to grant the prayers He himeelf hes put into my heart 
to pray for him. Let us plead for him together, and 
for our sweet —— also. How I Jove them both! and 
T delight to think that God loves them far more. Per- 
‘haps some day before vary long we may all be kneeling 
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round the throne of grace. What a happy, what a 
wonderfully happy time that would be! We must 
give Him no rest till He has made this family a praiso 
on the earth.” 
« January 10, 1846, 

++» “I have not much time to write to you to- 
day, but I am anxious to write during the Prayer Union 
week. How soon it pases away! I think that you 
and R. and I should keep it another week, It would be 
very sweet, and Mrs H—— and B—— would join us. 
T hope you have enjoyed this Prayer Union.* I have 
not had much enjoyment myself, but I have at times 
‘been very happy to know that so many of God's dear 
children were uniting together to ask great glory to be 
given to Jesus, by the conversion of many sinners to 
Himself, and by the increased sanctification of His own 
elect.” 


Enjoyment of Communion Seasons.—With her eye not 
upon herself, but upon her Lord and His cross, ehe 
want to His table, There she found Him whom her 
soul loved ; or, if she did not find Him always as she 
desired, she rested on His promise. Thus she tells her 
experience :—“ Sabbath, Oct. 29.—Had a very sweet 
sermon from Mr Moody ftuart. I think I never 
‘before had such a clear idea of believing as I had while 

© Fors good many years past, there has been « “ Union for Prayer” 
emmong Choistians, for yaveral days together, towards the end or beginning 
of wach year. Theso M— prised much. They wore not superstitions 
cobssrvances or Popieh forms to her, whatever some may afm respecting 
them, She saw nothing more of superstition In the practioe of those who 
cannet (by distance) mest together in the hody, agreeing to meet in spuit 
st cartein times, than in the practios of those who esa come together, 
having prayer-moctings at a certain hour. 
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he spoke, It sometimes seoms 20 simple, and Jesus 
seems 80 worthy to be trusted, that I wonder I ever 
can doubt. But all my happy feelings left mo at the 
table. Y could not find Jeans, yet 1 knew He wan 
there. Perhaps 1 was secking feeling, and not Jesus. 
In the evening, Mr Burns preached the sweetest ser- 
mon I ever heard him preach—all about Jesus; and, 
ob, He seemed lovely—yea, He is altogether lovely 1” 

“ October 1844.—R. and I. have just come down 
from the communion at St Luke's. It was the most 
blegsed one I ever had; the fragrance of it is with me 
yet. I never had such 9 view of Jesus before, God 
chewed me that the work was finished—that Ho is well 
pleased with His beloved Son—that He is antisfied. 
And, ob, the joy that this light gave me! I never felt 
anything like it before.” 

Tn the anticipation of a communion season, she thus 
writes to a friend, in February 1842:—*It ought to 
be a delightful Sabbath, with Mr M‘Cheyne and Mr 
——-; but what is all that, if Christ be not there? 
What is the Sabbath without the Sabbath’s Lord? 
Blessed Jesus! Pray for me, that I may find my 
Beloved at His own table. Pray that, if I may not 
have the place of the disciple whom Jesus loved, I may 
be permitted to bathe His fest with my teara, to sit at 
His feet and feed on the crumbs that fall from His 
table, Ob, how justly might He epurn me! But He 
will not, for He came to eave sinners; therefore, He 
must be my friend.” 

OF this season, she afterwards wrote thus:—* I 
ehonld have been at this moment hearing Mr —~, 
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but I am 60 very tired with » long walk, that I think 
the next best thing I can do is to write to you, my 
dearest friond on this earth, this dreary wilderness, 
where we are still present in the body, but absent from 
the Lord. And what a Lord! the Lord of Glory! 
Jesus, in short—that is the sweetest name, 

“T have #0 much to tell you about yesterday, that I 
scarcely know where to begin. What a day we had! 
How I longed for you! . . . The sermon in the morn- 
ing was by Mr MCheyne, from John iv. 10—Chriet 
and the woman of Samaria, He said this verse shewed 
three things—1s¢, That Christ cares for individual souls, 
He spoke s great deal of His love in thus caring for 
each soul; but it would require Mr M‘Cheyno himself 
to tell you all he said about that. The only bit I 
remember is the last sentence, when he sid—‘ This 
is wonderful, but it t¢ ke Christ—the more incompre- 
hensible the love, it is all the more like Jesus.’ 2dly, 
Jesus saves the worst. When He plucks brands from 
the burning, He generally chooses the worst. 3dly, 
Jesus can bear long with stupidity and ignorance. 
Again and again this woman shewed her ignorance, 
and yet Jesus did not turn away. And, oh, the way 
he spoke of this! ‘If thou knewest the gift of God |" 
If thou knewest the beauty that is in it, the peace, 
the joy! I wish you had heard him. I did not write 
that down; I could not for listening. But his table- 
service was the finest of all—I never did hear anything 
like it, Ob, how he spoke of Jesus! He told us 
to make use of a sacrament time to ask Him for 
everything. He said— Tell Him all your wants—tell 
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Him frankly. Ask Him for yours; for gour frimds. 
‘Lean upon Him entirely. Those are happiest who lean 
moat upon Jesus. Be like Jacob, go halting through 
the wilderness, Isaning upon your Beloved. Doubting 
Deliever! ask Him for perfect peace, perfect love, which 
casteth out fear. He spoke also of there being times 
when Jesus ix peculiarly near, at communion seasons 
especially, and also at times of revival. Ho said— 
‘When you see many fall down at His feet, you may 
be aure the “ King of Glory” has come in, It is the 
‘voioe of the Beloved, the step of Jesus.’ 

“T did not feel near to Christ; and what waa it all 
without that? I felt a degree of peace in going for- 
ward to the table, which I have not felt for some time, 
but I did not feel joy. When I took the wine, I asked 
Jesus to wash me in the blood of which it is a type; 
and I think He heard my prayer. It is curious that 
T 80 often feel such peace at the thought of going to 
the table—a sort of feeling as if Jesus was there, and 
that I must be safe there; but, when seated, I generally 
feel only o kind of restless longing after something 
that eludes my grasp; and sometimes all I feel is a 
total want of gratitude for the love which is there so 
evidently set forth. One thing I must tell you, that Mr 
M‘Cheyne said in his prayer— Give us to mourn the 
sin of piercing the bosom on which we lean!” None ever 
did that as I have done! He said also— Give us to 
know Him as we have never known Him yet ; to love 
Him as we have never loved Him before; to hids in 
Him a4 we have never yet done! We thank Thee for 
giving us only Thyself, We shall praise Thee better at 
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the table above.’ He spoke of Christ being our peace— 
that He would be our peace even in elernity. He then 
eaid—<*If your eyea have seon Him, if your hearts have 
loved Him, this world will be 9 wilderness to you. 
You are looking on a brighter world’ Either he or 
Mr —— (I don’t remember which) spoke of the be- 
Hever longing to be with Jesus, his faith to be lost 
tn sight. He said—‘ Think of your own pastor. It is 
sweet to think that he, though absent, remembers you, 
sod bears you on his heart ; bat you are not satisfied 
with that. You would not be contented with a letter 
from him; you want him to return to you. So it is 
with the believer. He knows that his Lord never for- 
gets him, that He continually intercedes for him ; but, 
still he cannot be happy until he sees Him face to 
face, till he knows as he is known.’ Ob, don’t you feel 
that! 

“I was interrupted last night when I had got thus 
far, and have not been able to get a word written to- 
day till now; but I have been with you in spirit at our 
Father's throne, and asked for you all you wished in 
your dear letter this morning. I am beginning to 
feel as Mr —— said on Monday, I am not contented 
with a letter, 1 want to see yourself, The longings 1 
take to be with you are quite painful. I wiah I could 
be & comfort to you; but we shall speak together 
about Jesus, and that will comfort you. It is strange, 
we really seam to read together, as well as think to- 
gether ; for the chapter you mention in your letter 
about Jesus stilling the tempest on the Jake, and being 
asleep when the storm arose, is the very one I was 
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reading last night, which gave me such comfort that 
I said, ‘I must speak about this to J—— when I write 
to her again.’ He eaid—‘ Peace, be still! and the wind 
ceased, and there was a great calm.’ Is it not beauti- 
fal? Don’t you think you see His holy, calm, sweet 
countenance a8 He said simply, ‘Peace, be still’? And 
there was pesoo, all was immediately still On Sunday 
evening Mr ——~ preached on Psalm Ixix. 20. It was 
about the sufferings and sorrows of tho bleased Jesus, 
He spoke about what Jesus must have suffered, at the 
contrast between the holy home He had willingly left, 
compared to the sinful, miserable world He came to, 
He ssid— How He must have longed to be back te” 
the holy, blessed society of heaven! And then, when 
He came only to bless and to love, He found nothing 
but hatred. He longed for friendship, and yet He 
said—“ When I looked for comforters, I found none.”* 
I felt very miserable when he was speaking—~it is 60 
terrible to think that Jesus suffered all that, and for 
such hard-hearted wretches, too! but I felt glad when 
I thought it is all over now; He will never be sorrow- 
fal again; the Father's Holy Child ia now in His 
Father's bosom, and never, never will His blessed head 
fecl a thorn. Yes, it is now finished, He is now 
eesing of the travail of His soul, and perhaps the day 
is near when He shall be gptizfed. What a day that 
will be! Shall you and J see Jesus face to facet In it 
not likea dream? But, oh, it is true!” 

On the let of May 1848, she gives her friend the fol- 
lowing sketch of a communion season in Edinburgh :— 
“Tho feast is all over now ; and it truly was a feast. 
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What a day Sabbath waa! It was ‘the house of God, 
the very gate of heaven.’ What a pity a communion 
Sabbath is not as long again as an ordinary Sabbath ! 
‘We had Mr Somerville at our table, and I never ex- 
perienced anything like it. The first words he mid 
wore, ‘I feel certain that Jesus is looking upon this 
table. I feel He is in the midst of us ;’ and I am sure 
He was, R. and I were at the fourth table, and he 
served the third also; and what, think you, was the 
subject t—* Woman, why weepest thout’ How sweetly 
he spoke about that! He said, ‘What a wonderful 
sight was this!—a poor trembling woman and two 
bright glorious angels on the one side, and Jesus him- 
self on the other, saying, “ Woman, why weepest thout”’ 
He said, ‘ Perhaps there are some here to-day, weeping 
Dbecanse they cannot find Jesus. Ah! He is not far 
away. He is often nearest when you do not know it.’ 
J was sorry R. and I were not at that table, particularly 
as it was my text, But ours was even finer. The text 
was, ‘My dove, that art in the clefts of the rocks. 
What a Saviour we have! He is so tender, so loving; 
He ia truly ‘touched with a feoling of our infirmities.’ 
+ + » Then, at the end of the service, he spoke about, 
this:—‘' When he putteth forth His own sheep, He 
gocth before them.’ He said, ‘I am loath to tell you 
‘to go from the table. I daresay many of you are nay- 
ing, “I should like to stay a little longer." You have 
‘been in the eheepfold, dear souls, and you do not like 
to go back again to the wilderness ; but it is Jesus who 
puta you forth, and He goes before you. He puta you 
into the wilderness again, that you may learn your own 
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helplesmes, and His strength. But He does not drive 
His sheep. No; He leads them, and He always goes 
Jirst, The world thinks that God's people are in bond- 
age. But no; they are free, They are not driven ; 
theyare led. They follow the Lamb, because they love _ 
the Lamb, and would be miserable if they did not follow 
Him’ Oh! I did feel loath to leave the table; but 
Jesus wont with me, and He is ‘the same yesterday, to- 
day, and for ever.’ When we left the church, and 
walked along the street for a little, I felt almost in 
heaven ; and my dear R. enjoyed itso much too. O 
for a heart to praise! When the bread and wine went 
round, Iam gure Satan was near, for I got such a fright 
when I found myself so cold and dead; but J asked 
Joaus to lead me away from my dark heart, and to en- 
able me to look out upon Himself, and He did it; but 
how polluted all I did, and thought, and felt, was! 
Yet, if we are in the clefts of the Rock, all our vileness 
is hidden, and only the perfect beauty of Jesus seen ; 
and then we kuow that ‘Ho bears the iniquities of our 
holy things.’ I often longed for you to share our feast, 
and remembered you at the table. I wrote down some 
aweet bits for you when I could; but I could do no- 
thing almost but weep; it seemed to me s0 wonderful, 
that suck a Saviour should think of us at all; and He 
seemed 20 twinning, so gentle, s0 full of compassion ; it 
was almost too muck. I felt that I knew nothing of 
Him; but I hope he will teach me, for He has oompes- 
sion on the ignorant.” 

Views of the Way of Acceptance.—Her resting-place 
was the work of the Son of God, complete in all ita 
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parts; needing nothing in the sinner to make it more 
eofficient or more suitable. Thus she went at first to 
the Father through the Son, and thus she continued to 
go to the last. But, like others, she sometimes got 
into perplexity on this point ; and forgetting to hold 
the beginning of her confidence steadfast, she lost her oon- 
sciousness of reconciliation. “ 21st Sept. 1843,—Went 
to Mr Robertson's to-day, and had a long and, I think, 
blessed conversation with him. God enabled him to 
shew me that I have been making the Spirit's work 
within me my ground of confidence in place of the 
work of Christ. I see I have been trying to come to 
God asa Christian in place of as a sinner. Mr R. mid 
I should put it down as a settled point, that J am always 
to come to God as a sinner, with no good thing about 
me at all, and plead that Jesus died for sinners. What 
happy, peaceful, God-glorifying state I should be in 
if J always went to God in this character! I will do 
as Mr R, says—in God's strength, I am determined 
always to go to Him as a sinner, and I know that ‘He 
receiveth sinners,’ This, then, is a settled point.” 

Spiritual-mindedness.—To follow Christ, to be like 
Christ, was what she sought with the whole vehement 
energy of her soul To mind “heavenly things” was 
her sim. To be unlike the children of this world, and 
to be like the heirs of the world to come, was the thing 
which she saw to be so infinitely desirable, and which 
formed the burden of her pleadings with God. Thus 
she writes“ R. and I went to Miss R——s, where 
we had # meeting. I think God was with us I had 
& great longing to be spiritual—to have God inme. At 
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prayer I was enabled to cast myself upon Him, and felt 
ag if a load had been taken from my heart. I did not 
feel 20 much joy, a8 8 sweet peace filling my heart, and 
taking away sll my angry, unholy feelings, Had a 
great desire to live to God’s glory. Asked this for us 
all. I think our kind God and Father led ua there 
to-day, My soul was much refreshed Oh! to think 
that, when I seo spiritual to be so infinitely preferable 
to earthly things, I am so eager in the pursuit of theea 
trifles |” 

9%d—I asked this morning for spiritual-minded- 
ness, by whatever means. © that this prayer wero 
answered! Iem weighed down by sin, and earthliness, 
aud gelfishness. Oto be holy! 1 do long to be holy ! 
Thate sin. It is indeed an evil and a bitter thing to 
sin against God! But I am afraid that I think more 
of its bitterness than of its evil; but this only shews how 
entirely destitute of good I am.” 

Views of Sin.—Conviction of sin is not a pre-requisite 
ora preliminary to salvation; it is part of the salvation 
itself, The possession of it does not qualify us for 
coming to the Sin-bearer; nor does the want of it dis- 
qualify us or make us less welcome to Him, or warrant 
us in standing aloof. To say, I must repent before I 
come, is to say, I must begin salvation, and then come 
to Him to carry it on and consummate it. If my sense 
of sin is not deep enough, instead of making this a 
reagon for standing aloof from the Son of God, I am 
to make it an additional reason for going straight to 
Him, as one who needs Him more than others. 

Thus M——- acted, and in so doing her sense of gin 
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deepened and grew more intense. Thus she writes :— 
“ June 9, 1843.—This is my birthday. Have I grown 
in grace since last year? . . What a precious day this 
has been! At prayer this morning, I had such views 
of my exooeding sinfulness, that I was almost in despair, 
I thought God could never pardon such a being. But 
eoon He led me to the Cross of Jesus, and there I saw 
alli—even my sins~—borne by Him ‘who His own self 
bare our sins in His own body on the tree.’ Oh how 
precious it waa to feel that God could love me in spite 
of all my sins! I am always trying to come to God 
with a price in my hand; but Jesus shews me I must 
come as an empty beggar.” 

“ Oct, 94, 1843,—R. and I came to town for a week 
to attend the Communion at St Luke's. Went in the 
evening and heard Mr W. Burns. I think I never 
heard him so searching before. I felt ax if he spoke 
every word to me. My heart seemed as if it would 
break with sorrow at the remembrance of all my sins. 
J think I never saw myself such a sinner before... . 
He spoke about holiness and purity of heart, and said 
that the next best thing to being perfectly holy, was to 
be perfectly ashamed of our unholines.” 

In September 1844, she wrote to a friend thus :— 
“ My dearest B——, I am very, very unlike one who 
calls herself by such « glorious name as a child of God, 
How precious should Jesus be to such sinners as wo 
are! J am ashamed when I thinl# that Jesus sees all 
that isin me. I cannot get rid of sin at all, It pol- 
Tutes ail I do, and think, and may. And then I am 
not humbjed under s sense of my utter unworthiness.” 

x 
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In ber conflicts with the evil within, thus she 
speaks >—~“ Aug. 30.—Had a severe time of wrestling this 
morning against my corruption and deadness. I have 
such painful longings to get near Jesus, but He seems 
80 far away 1” 

Reality in Divine Fellowship —* I was an hour upon 
my knees before I could utter one sentence in prayer,” 
was her expression one day in conversation with a 
friend.” And why this strange silence—this want of 
‘utterance? ‘Because she knew too well what prayer 
consisted in, to speak words without meaning, and 
preferred to be dumb before Jehovah rather than mock 
Him with unyelt utterances. Prayer waa not prayer to 
her, unless it brought her into conscious contact with 
the living God. If it was not the interchange of feel- 
ing between her and the Christ to whom she had given 
her heart, it was nothing. Brought up amid “ forms” 
of prayer, and accustomed, in so far as she prayed at 
all, to pray by book, she, from the time of her conver- 
sion, iaid aside all such helps. Of the arguments for 
or against set forms, she knew nothing, nor ever thought 
of knowing. She felt that she must tell God what she 
wanted; that no other could tell Aer wants, or sins, or 
fears, or griefs, or trials; and henos she laid aside these 
forms simply as one who felt that she needed them not, 
and that they did but etraiten and impede the outpour- 
ing of her eoul to God, 

Her letters in aliftost every page reveal her longings 
for or enjoyment of Divine fellowship. The following 
extract, though not exclusively on this point, will illus 

* Seo Pa, Init. 1" Truly wy soul is maze for God.” (Margin) 
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trate this:—“ I have been reading over one of your 
lettars, and there is something in it I must ask you 
about, You ssy—-' When you see you neod any grace, 
ask God to give it you, and to forgive you for not having 
i! Now, is it our fault if we have not grace? If1 
could think that, then I should indeed see my sinful- 
ness; for I seem never to have anything I ought to 
have. Will you tell me about this when you write 
again? for it has often troubled me. I have thought 
sometimes when praying for such and auch things, I 
wonder if I am sinful in not having them already; but 
I think of eo many things that continually puzzle me, 
that it would be endless to write them all. I want to 
ask you about one thing, however, that I can never do— 
and that is to search my heart! I don't know how you 
sat about it,and perhaps that is the reason I gee 80 little 
of my sinfulness, Don’t your thoughts either wander 
away to this world and vanity, or else to Jesus? and then, 
oh! how can you think of yourself? Do tell me about 
these two things in your next letter, which I wish I 
had. I had a curious kind of feeling on the last day 
of the year; I must tell it you, It was after dinner; 
Thad gone to meet you at our Father's throne, and I 
had not much delight in prayer; but when I came into 
the room again, I could not remain. I felt an almost 
intolerable longing after something, I knew not what; 
T could settle to nothing; 80 at last I went to my own 
room; but I could not pray, for I felt as if God had 
called me to speak to me, in place of me praying to 
Him! I was wretched, yet happy, till I thought of what 
Samuel said, and I knelt down and said, ‘Speak, Lord, 
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for Thy servant heareth.’ And, ch! I felt so trem- 
dingly happy, I thought God was actually in the room, 
and yet I had no fear. I did not feel my need of Him, 
but I felt that He had s message to my soul, so that 
T could not rest till I knew what it was. Oh! if it 
was to tell me to speak to my darling ——; and you 
know it was that night I spoke to him. I have been 
thinking of what Mr B. mid about glorifying God; 
it was indeed very humbling to me. O that I could 
glorify Him! But what I feel most at present is 
want of desire to do or feel anything. 1 prayed this 
morning a great deal for sincerity. 1 feel convicted of 
win in that respect; for if I really were anxious for 
epiritual blessings, surely I should pray more earnestly 
for them. But I am sometimes frightened to pray; 
and just now a feeling of depression seems to weigh 
down my heart, and at times I cannot speak to God 
for weeping. ... © the glorious time when we aball 
never be separated, in another and happier world, when 
we shall be for ever with Jesus! I wonder if we shall 
remember the time when we wrote and spoke together 
abont Him on earth I wish I were more like Him, holy 
a He is holy. Will you pray that I may have longing 
desires to be holy, and that I may feel more my load of 
aint” 

‘Thus it was that she shewed, not only “ whose she 
was not,” but “ whose she was.” Neither in the posi- 
tive nor in the negative features of her character was 
there any ambiguity, That she “ was not of the world” 
was evident ; but equally plain was it that her “ citizen- 
ship was in heaven.” The family likeness was too plain 
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to be mistaken. Her unhesitating mode of action in 
everything that might diseredit the name of Christian, 
or compromise her own character as the bearer of that 
name, might offend. It would be imputed to the 
proud assumption of a claim to higher spirituality; 
and the lukewarm, the half-hearted, would feel as if 
reproached. Yet there was nothing of assumption 
about her, no self-complacency, no love of singularity, 
no wish to cast reproach upon one human being. 
Unconscious of doing anything but simply following the 
Master, and bearing His cross, she could not but be 
surprised that her conduct should draw attention, or 
Beem strange to any who bore His name. 

There was nothing artificial about her piety, save ag 
it was manifestly the workmanship of a Divine Artist. 
Tn this sense it was truly artifcial; but, in every other, 
natural,— natural in its air and tons and com- 
plexion—natural in what it did and what it left un- 
done. Her religion was not that of imitation, It was 
the unbidden growth of the new nature within,—not 
the result of outward appliances, or skilful efforts to 
do ag others did, or to feel as others felt, That new 
nature, fostered, as it had been imparted from above, 
shot up into vigorous growth, and shewed itself in the 
fruits of the Spirit. She was healthful in her piety, 
for she was “ rooted and grounded ur Lova” (Eph. iii, 
17), and the growth of such 2 soil was not likely to be 
stunted or sickly. 

Her intercourse with the world, though ‘uncompro- 
mising, was ever gentle and affectionate; for rhe felt 
thot as she differed on 20 many vital points, there was 
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the greater necessity for not differing on smaller ones. 
Her interoourse with Christians was that of one who 
realised the oneness of the brotherhood, and to whom 
the “ fellowship of the saints” was no unmeaning term 
of courtesy. 

Tt may also be noticed here that her thoughts went 
often up to the angels. She used to speak of them, 
and to express her gratitude towards them for their 
acts of condescending love to the “redeemed from 
among men.” She remembered that they were “ mi- 
nistering spirita,” who, as Baxter says, “have charge of 
‘us, and pitch their tents about us, who bedr us up, who 
rejoice at our repentance, who are the witnesses of our 
bebaviour, who behold the face of our heavenly Father, 
who convey our souls to heaven, who will come with 
Christ in glorious attendance at the great and joyful 
day.” * 

To “the whole family in heaven and earth” (Eph. 
iii, 15) her soul went out, realising her kinsmanship 
with all;—-with the redeemed in virtue of a common 
brotherhood in Christ, and with the angels in virtue of 
common fatherhood in God. Thus, taking in the 
whole circle in heaven and earth, she was brought un- 
der the moulding influence of those manifold objects on 
all sides, the contact with, or contemplation of which, is 

'* Works, vol. xviii. p. 288. See other places also; for he frequently refire: 
to the tople, maintaining thst our Lord meant to affirm that each heir of 
the kingdom “hath his angel ;” yet thet they are not ministers or set 
‘vanta ofthe godly, “‘baf'ministers ¢f God, for the godly,” a distinotion which 
‘wo oftan overlook when quoting Heb. i 14. He shown also, that, as being 
holy being and belngs who have such love to us, they ought to be loved 


«with a.grent and holy lore,” so that we ought to “‘long for their oom 
pany"—Vol, ¥. pp. 285-248, 
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designed so specially by God to promote our holinom, 
by assimilating us to what we behold. Each part of 
the new nature thus got hold of something congenial, 
and was expanded or elevated or purified. She longed 
to be holy, for ail with whom she was to spend eternity 
were holy, Her “faith grew exceedingly,” and her 
“love sbounded.” The fruits of the Spirit hung ripely 
on her branches. 


CHAPTER XL 


Progress in 1946-47. 


Is M——'‘s course there was no lingering, Her face 
was Zionward, and she tarried not by the way. She 
might feel weary, she might stumble, she might be 
tom with the briers of the wilderness, but she did not 
turn aside. Jerusalem was in view, aud so she pressed 
on. 

In her experience as a saint, there is a manifest 
advancement, There are still fluctuations in it; but, 
on the whole, it is steadier; the flow is longer than the 
ebb. She is evidently gaining ground, though she 
gtieves over the slowness of her progress. The cross 
brightens on her view, and sheds its radiance more 
steadily upon her path, with leas of distance or of cloud 
between. 

‘The feclings which that experience unfolds are 
maturer and lees impulsive, though still as warm and 
fresh, Her fellowship with the Lord is more constant 
and unbroken. 

There is also a greater vividness in her anticipations 
of the etarnal kingdom. She speaks more than ever as 
a stranger; and there is at timés the expression of a 
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Kome-sickness in her letters, which seems almost like the 
presentiment of her nearness to the country she 20 
desired to enter. And, with thess home-longings, she 
breathes out the feeling of quiet loneliness, as if she 
were becoming more and more acutely alive to the un- 
congenialities of earth—more and more lovingly sensible 
of the affinities between her and heaven, 

Thus, for instance, she wrote, towards the end of 
1845,—“ How sweet it will be to speak together again 
about ‘the King in his beauty, and the land that is 
‘very far off!’ Don’t you often Jong to be at home, free 
from sin, sorrow, pain, and everything that makes earth 
the wilderness that it is? Mr M—— spoke so sweetly 
on Sabbath, about this verse—‘The wayfaring man, 
though a fool, shall not err therein’ It exactly suited 
me. He said the world erred in this way, for they 
ware not wayfaring men, but the believer was ; he was 
journeying on to hia home, and the way was so plain, 
that, even though he were a fool, he could not err in it. 
«.. +I need not tell you the great delight it is to 
me to have my beloved —— with me ones more. It 
was very sweet to meot in the wilderness. How much 
ewooter still it will be to meet in glory! It will then 
be with ‘exceeding joy,’ for we shall be ‘ without fault,’ 
and wo sball see Him who is ‘fairer than the children 
of man,’ and we shall a meet then at our Father's 
house—His and in Him our Father. 0 to ba ‘made 
meet for the inheritance of the saints in light,'—to be 
holy, as Christ is holy, and ‘ perfect, as our Father in 
heaven is perfect! . . . O for an open mouth,—to be 
alweys at the Rock, that there might be in me a well of 
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water springing up into everlasting life, and flowing as 
rivers of living water, giving life to all around met 
How much grace Jesus is able and willing to give mo! 
am not straitened in Him, but in my poor wretched 
self. O to be done with self—with a vile body of sin 
and death! Don't you long for the unsinning heart, 
for the glorious body like unto His glorious body, and 
to know even as we are known? I know nothing of 
Jesus at all; and yet how glorious He is, how worthy 
of being known, and loved, and praised, through all 
eternity! Ho is all-glorious—all-powerful~all-loving. 
Bis power is boundless, His love as boundless; and it 
in all for poor sinners like you.” 

But we shall leave our readers to gather from the 
letters in fall the state of her feeling and experience, 
‘We give them, as before, according to dates :— 


« P——, January 10, 1846. 
“How you humbled me, my darling friend! If 
you only knew this desperately wicked heart of mine, 
you would not think I had any real desires for poor 
sinners! I have seen a little at prayer this morn- 
ing of what Iam; and I am ashamed and confounded 
when I see how almost entirely I desire my own glory 
in all that I do; and I earnestly want you to ask this 
for me—that I may see the sin of it, and that it may 
be rooted out of me. I think I never long for my sinless 
home so much as when I see, that even in working for 
Jesus I am putting forward myself. I get alarmed 
when I think how I may win souls by holding forth uz 
in place of Jesus. I wish I were holy; 1 wish I had 
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pare maotives—-that celf were forgotten, and Jesus 
everything! But I never find it thus with me, and I 
am very, very sad about it. Don't you weary to have 
a single eyet'... I sometimes foel when I really 
begin to pray, as if I should need to pray all my life, 
and do nothing else, there is so much, and so many, to 
pray for. To-day was for all God’s dear saints, Surely 
there will be a great bleasing after e0 much prayer, and 
united prayer, too. We have had three prayer-meet- 
‘ings this week, 1 am happy to say. One was our meet- 
ing at M——: it was very eweet. Then we had our 
‘usual meeting at Mrs J——'s on Tuesday, and another 
at her house on Thursday... . I am often comforted 
in secing the love of God, even when J cannot see my 
own interest in it, It is unutterably sweet and re- 
freehing to think there is such » being as Jesus, This 
verse bas often given me great joy—‘I am Ho that 
liveth and was dead ; and behold, I am alive for ever- 
more ;’ but yet, a8 James Laing said, ‘I should like a 
taste myself.’ I have not time in this letter to tell you 
about my district people. I shall write again about 
them, J shall only say, pray for them; and ob! pray 
for me! ¥ am very anxious about a woman and a 
‘young girl whom I bad a long talk with. I am long- 
ing for some of them to come to Jesua.... May 
God, even your own God, bless you, and make you a 





“ Mondoy—I have been giving myself anew very 
solemnly to the Lord this morning. 0 to be His 
alone, His entirely, His now, and His for ever! Seck 
grace for me, for I am utterly weak. I am going to 
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my district now. Pray for me and it: it weighs 
heavy on my heart. Pray that I may feel more and 
more that it is His work, His canse, and that He alone 
toust have all the glory ; and pray for conversions, for 
I foal as if I could not bear any longer to go among so 
many dead souls, hurrying to ruin, and a Saviour all 
ready to save them. Do write soon, and say something 
to encourage me, for my bands hang down, and my 
knees are feeble, and my faith is very weak. Let us 
plead for one another, that we may draw many to 
Jesus.—Believe me, ever your own sister in our sweet 
Lord Jesus.” 
« P—.,, January 31, 1846. 

“ Ab! my beloved one, these trials often give me a 
sight into the dark caverns of my heart, and shew me 
how much I have been secking self, and my own glory, 
in place of the glory of Jeaus. I often think if I were 
more intent upon the glory of my beloved Lord, I 
should care less about whether unworthy I were treated 
well or not. I am weary of myself at times, I do 
wish I had a single eye to tho glory of Jems, How 
often, too, in feeling envious at others having eo much 
more grace than I, do I shew that I am not aiming a 
His glory ; else I chould rejoice at His being glorified 
by the holy walk of any one. How these things should 
lay me in the dust, and keep me there; and how 
precious should it make ‘the only holy One,’ ‘the fairer 
than the children of men ;’ and how it should make 
me long for the time when I shall be like Him, when I 
ehall stand faultless before the throne, dressed in beauty 
not my own! and yet, with all the sins that cleave to 
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us, is it not a sweet service the service of Immanuel ? 
O that I had more faith to trast Him entirely, however 
dark things appear !—and they are often dark: they 
are dark at home, dark around me, and dark in my 
own soul; but the night is far spent, the day is at 
hand, even a morning without clouds. O to be ready 
for that day! ... The pain in my side is never 
away. I had to put leeches on again. Will you seck 
that I may get patience to bear it? for it is vary trying 
to be so long in this state. What vexes me most is, 
that it comes on worst when I am at prayer; and then 
it prevents me doing as much as I should like, going 
to the House of Refuge, and to ray people here ; but 
it must be good for me, else I should not have it. 
Perhaps it is a thorn in the flesh which I am always 
to bear. ... I fear I have no new cases to tell you 
of in my district. Pray for it and me, and ask that 
God would shew me twhy He does not bless the means. 
Perbapa He honours me so little because I honour 
Bim so littl, I should like to leave this dry land 
altogether, and go abroad as a missionary. I want to 
go to Africa, and tell the poor negroes there is One 
who loves them, degraded though they be. But how 
am i to get? R, and I are very anxious to be mission- 
aries, and we often pray that, if it be His will, the way 
may be opened up ; but ah! I fear I am not fit.” 


« P_——, February 12, 1846, 
“ How many proofs of love my loving God is still 
giving me, in laying His hand zo often on me! He is 
determined to make me holy, and, ch! I do lova and 
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bless Him for it, I want you to join me in praying 
that all my pains may be sanctified, for they ave not 
‘been eo yet ; and ch! I am anxious that God may get 
‘His own way, and not give me mine, I have many a 
sore heart for sin, but I am glad, glad that I do feel sin 
aborden. We should be glad that we are in the fight, 
terrible though it often be. You speak of sin getting 
the mastery—ah! dearest, you cannot, I think, know the 
struggle I have with it, I am so very vile. Oh! pray for 
me, that I may hear the rod, and Him who appoints it.” 
“ P—, February 19, 1846, 

“T don't want you to be alarmed about , for 
she ia not materially worse, only she does not get any 
better, and she complains more constantly than she 
used todo; and the reason why I tell you about her ia, 
that you may join R and me in praying, yea, in wrest- 
ling more anxiously than ever, for her precious, previous 
soul, J think I could almost part with her, if it were 
to Jesus. There is much that is encouraging about 
her; and oh! how much to be gratefal for! She 
reads @ great many of the good books we put in her 
way, and you know how much she knows in many 
ways: I mean she sees in a measure the necessity of 
thinking of the soul; but oh! she is dark, dark, I 
fear, about the way of salvation. She does not see how 
it in entirely grace; and I feel how utterly weak we are 
to help her; but He can, and He will, if we exsk Him, 
for He tells us to pray for one another, and He knows 
we must pray for one so dear ; yet we are not to seek it 
for her sake, but for His glory; that is what I feel so 
difficult, ‘Will you ask for R. and me, that we may 
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have a single eye to His glory in this thing? I know 
the great love you have to ——, and I feel it a great 
relief to tell you all our sorrows, knowing that you will 
bear them before our Father’s throne. ‘Yes, and there 
is One on that throne who bears them all on His heart ; 
and I often thank Him for even these sore trials, though 
grievous, most grievous, at present, Your letter has 
been matter of comfort to R. and me,—specially as it 
ehewed us that, without knowing our inereasing anxiety 
about ——, you have been feeling, as we do, the neces- 
sity for double exortiun on their behalf. We are most 
glad to join with you in setting apart a day for special 
prayer for —— ; and let us ask for praying hearts and 
asinglo eye, We have fixed Friday first; and if that day 
will suit you, you may either write a line to say 80, or, 
if you have not time, we shall understand that that dey 
will do. We ehall try and get aa much of the day aa 
we can, and will remember them particularly at ten in 
the morning, and at five. J often am almost in despair 
about them ; prayer is so long of being answered; but 
we must wait on in faith, for, as you aay, God is 
almighty, and He is much more willing that they alould 
be saved than we are, and it is He who has given us 
all our anxiety about them. I often think the cause 
why our prayers have not yet been answered may be 
in me. I wish you would pray for me, that I may walk 
more consistently before them—that I may win them 
to Jems, Oh! J—, I wish I wore not a daily dis- 
honour to Jesus ; I cannot tell you the sorrow I feel, 
that, in place of growing and adorning the gospel, I am 
backsliding fearfully. ZknowIam. I am not holf 
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80 anxions, or gealous, or prayerful, as I was at first. 
‘The world is coming into my heart again. Ah! it 
is this makes me long often to be at rest; done with 
ain; done with a sorrowful, God-dishononring heart, 
and a God-dishonouring world. But I don’t think 
IM be ready for a long time O to be made 
meet for the undefiled inheritance! to be done with 
deadness, and coldness, and selfishness, and distance 
from Jesus! to see Him as He is, to sit at His feet, 
and say to Him, ‘Josus, my redeeming God, I shall 
never more grieve thy heart by sin again!’ We shall 
eay that in heaven; we cannot say it here; and it is 
this that makes life often so bitter. But how little 
of my ainfulness I see! I feel its bitterness a good 
deal, but I do not see its guilt enough. Ask this for 
me too. ‘I will tell you a dream I had the night before 
last. I dreamed that 1 was in India, and I thought T 
wea go enchanted to be there, for I thought, now I will 
go and speak to multitudes of poor heathen, and win 
them to Jesus; but, to my dismay, I found we were to 
leave next day, and I cannot tell you the agony I snf- 
fered when I found I could not remain to work amongst 
them. I gaid to BR, ‘Oh! think of Dr Duff and all 
the missionaries being up the country there, and all the 
‘poor Indians, and we cannot get to them!’ And we never 
did get to them, for I awoke in all my misery about it. 
T often think I should like to go abroad, but for leav- 
ing ——; oh thst I saw hor in Christ, and —— toot 
Tcould leave them then. I wish I saw the way opened 
‘up for us to go somewhere; there is so much done at 
home, and they need people more abroad; only I have 
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two strong obstacles in the way,—firet, these dear souls 
in ——-, and then I fear, indeod J know, I am not fit 
to be a missionary, Well, wo are all in His hands; 
let Him do as ssemeth Him good; let Him choose our 
inheritance for us.” 
* P_., March 10, 1846, 

“T am strong in body just now, but my poor soul 
seems famishing and faint, I wish you would ask for 
me that I may be greatly quickened, for 1 need it. I 
sometimes get alarmed at the dead, unprofitable state 
Tam in; and I am gratefal that I have life enough to 
feel that I am dead, and light enough to see that I am 
very dark. It is s great mercy, and one I ought to be 
very grateful for, but [ want to press on to higher and 
higher heights; I want to be an eminent Christian, 
that is, one that glorifies Jesus much, and I am often 
souch discouraged in seeing how far behind I am, O 
for asingle eye! self does so pollute all I do. Will 
you pray for me, my dearest friend 1” 


“ P—, March 23, 1846, 

“T am very much tried and tempted in my soul just 
now. I sometimes feel as if sin and Satan were just 
raging against me; but, praise, efernal praise to Jehovah- 
Jesus, I shall one day be, through Him, more than 
conqueror, He is teaching me my own weakness, and 
it isa painfol lesson for a proud heart to learn; but I 
humbly trust He will teach me also where my strength 
really lies, that i Him I have strength, for is it not 
written, and it is a wonderful verse, ‘In Him are hid 
ail the treasures of wisdom and knowledge? and ‘In 
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Him dwelleth all the fulness of the Godhead bodily’? 
Oh! that word Sodily/ To think that He wears our 
nature; yes, our Redeemer was ‘made in the likeness 
of men.’ I talk to you of these things like a poor babe, 
as I am; but in glory, I shall know even as J am 
known,” 
« Pp. April 14, 1846. 

“T have been confined almost entirely to bed since 
last Monday week, with a severe attack of rheumatism 
over my whole body, and pain in my side, which haa 
ended in sciatica, so that at present I cannot walk 
soross the room but with difficulty ; it is very painful 
at times, but I am very thankful that I am not always 
in pain, as I might be. How kind and gracious, God, 
my own wonderful, loving God, is to me! Oh! ask 
that I may see Jove in all His dealings with me, for I 
‘am very apt to doubt His loving heart! It takes a 
great deal to subdue me, but ‘ He is able to subdue all 
things unto Himself’ . . My heart bounds at the 
thought of meeting you once more; but I do not know 
what to say about it; the time is drawing very near, 
and the doctor says he cannot may I shall be able to 
walk ina fortnight, It is sore disappointment, when 
Mr A. Bonar is to be there. I must go tothe Fountain, 
now that the streams are dried up. God's dealings 
seem strange just now! I had settled all I had to do 
—go regularly to the Refuge, give away tracts, get a 
Sabbath class, é&o.—when, all at once, I am shut out 
from them all, and, instead of doing my Master's work, 
here am I laid up, fit for nothingt Oh! pray for me 
that, since I cannot do His will, 1 may glorify Him by 
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suffering it. Ask that I may not come out of this 
farnace till His time come. Ask for a humble sub- 
miasive spirit, and especially that I may have the spirit 
of prayer given me, both for myself and others, that I 
may be enabled to pray for those to whom I cannot 


spook.” 
“ Relso, April 1846. 

“My petoven R.,—Althoigh I have just come hera, 
yet I sometimes think I cannot stay away from you 
any longer! I often think of the few bitter moments 
we had in yon little room before I left. And yet there 
was sweetness in them too, for J knew you had Jesus, 
and that He loved you, and would take care of you. 
Cleave to Him in all your grief, and you will find Him 
eweet. He wishes you to find your all in Him. I like 
the verses you sent me very much, particularly the last 
mua “Think whet Father's males are thing, = * 


‘Think that Jesus died to win thee— 
Chid of heaven, canst thow repino?! 


I¢ is wonderful that He should love sinners so much! 

“ Last night we wereat——'s. I learnt the last verse, 
and repeated it to myself all the evening, that, though 
my body was there, my heart might be above with Him 
who is holy, harmless, undefiled, and reparate from 
sinners, 1 wish my heart were more there. How my 
eoul cleaves to the dust! I may well cry, ‘ Quicken me, 
0 Lord!’ I have not felt God's presence lately; and 
this morning, when I was thanking Him for all His 
temporal blessings, I burst into tears as I thought, 
‘What is it all, if my Father hides His face?’ I long to 
Tive near God, to hide deeper in the clefts of the smitten 
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Rook. © to delight myself in God! that would be 
heaven uponearth. I wonder when our Father will call 
us home! © to be for ever with Him, with the meek 
and lowly Jesus, with Him who once wore a crown of 
thorns, but who now wears a crown of glory! Don't you 
Yong to cast yours at His feet? I have sometimes great 
Jongings to be away; but often Satan makes me not 80 
anxious, by telling me that I am not a child, and that 
1 shall never get to Jesus; but Satan is a liar, and we 
must not believe what he tells us We must rather 
believe what Jesus bimeclf says, and He says, ‘ Ye shall 
never perish.’ 
© P.S.—Pray that I may win old Lizy to Jesus. 
Oh! when will glory dawni” 
“ Kelso, April 1846. 

“T cannot tell you the grief your letier, telling me 
you are not to come here, gave me. My only consola- 
tion is, that it is not His will that you should come at 
present. You would not find it an Elim if you came 
without being sent. Ob, no! I feel that very much, 
even though I am here, that it is the wilderness still, 
and, sweet though the Lord’s hidden ones here are, He 
is the sweetest of all himself. Thereare many fair lilies 
in His garden, but Hoe is the fairest of them all, ‘He 
is fairer than the children of men.’ The Rose of Sharon 
is the sweetest flower in all the garden of God. I hope 
I shall see much of its beauty here, and bring back 
with-me « sweet fragrance of the Plant of Renown, 
‘Will you pray that it may be sot Now that you are 
not coming, I must be doubly anxious to bring home 
the ‘fragments’ to you. © that Jesus would ji/ mo 
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while in this place, that I may return to you and all 
with a blessing! To glorify Jeans, that is everything. 

* Little W——— is dying; Mra H. told me such a 
sweet anecdote of him. She was sitting beside him, 
and he said, ‘You have a great many rings.’ She 
replied, ‘They are all presente—I never buy jewels’ 
He then said, “There is one jewel you have which you 
got for nothing.’ ‘Is that your mamma's ring!’ she 
asked. ‘No,’ he said, ‘it is Christ I mean, the pearl of 
great: price.’ 

“T had such a conversation with my dear old Limy 
to-day! Ob, pray for her, and for a bleasing on my 
visita to her. I think my hoart wil] break if she does 
not come to Jesus before 1 leave. How fall and free 
He seems when I speak to her! Blessed Saviour, and 
blessed work! To think that we are called to it! I 
must stop now. Pray that I may win souls to Christ 


here—especially old Lizzy. Your own M——.” 


“ Kelso, ——-, 1846. 
“To-morrow is Sabbath, the day of peaceful rest. 
Oh, think of the time when there shall be nothing but 
Sabbaths, one endless Sabbath of blessedness and holy 
joy! I wish you had Mr —— to-morrow; but you 
have Jesus, and that is far better than any on this earth. 
Though you have not the channels for the living water 
to pour into your soul, you have the fountain itself, and 
that is ever free and open to every sinner, Only go 
empty, and Jesus will ll you with His own fulness; the 
Jess you bave the better, you will be better able to 
contain the treasures that are hid in Him. 
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“TI have been praying ever since I came here that 
God would make me an instrument in His hands for 
promoting His glory, whilst I am here; that I may be 
made useful in bringing souls to Christ; that the worth- 
Jess life which Ho bas redeemed may be spent in His 
eervice, Oh, join with me in this prayer! I am often 
unhappy when I think that I am of no use in this 
world. When I think that all God's childron aro 
working for Him except me, I think that I am the 
barren fig-tree, and that Jesus will say, ‘Cut it down, 
why cumbereth it the ground?’ I do not know yet in 
what way I can work for Christ; but I have laid my 
prayers at the foot of Christ's crow, and I know that 
God will answer them in His own good time and way, 
not for my sake, or on account of my prayers and ear- 
nestness, but for the sake of Him who died on that cross 
for euch vile sinners. I feel 20 happy at the thought 
of living for Jesus. I do not know what has given me 
such an ardent desire to do something for Him. I 
wish I were a missionary. . . . That the Lord may be 
your Shepherd, and that you may never wank, 6 the 
prayer of your own affectionate M——.” 


« Kelso, May 6, 1848, 
“TI gave what you sent me to a poor child who is 
dying. Oh! R, if you only saw her! sheis a real child 
of God. I must tell you all about her, for I am greatly 
occupied about her. 
“We used to say that we had never soon a pious 
child, but I have seen one at lest. The first day I saw 
her I wanted to take an angel's office, and carry her in 
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my arms to Jems] J-——~and I heard that she was 
ill, and Mr Bonar mid he thought there was real grace 
in her, and off we set to sea her. She is about eight 
years old, and is dying of water in the head. She 
saffors a great deal, but her mother says she is very 
patient. She sometimes cricy out when we are there, 
‘Oh! mother, my head!’ Poor thing, I am so sorry for 
her] She has turned quite blind, too! One day she 
eaid, ‘¥ am blind, mem, but I can see Jesus with my 
heart.’ Wasn't that sweet! I asked her what shesaw 
in Jesus, and she replied, ‘ Love,” M—— paid to her, 
‘There will be no sorrow, no pain in heaven ;' and her 
answer was, ‘No, mem, all love.’ I wish you could see 
her, But you never will, till you meet in glory. But 
I won't tell you anything more about her at present, 
for I have plan about her. I have written down all 
the sweet things she said, and I want Mr Fordyoe and 
Mrs H, to write some nice remarks about her, and to 
make @ little book of it; it would be so useful for 
children.” 
« Kelso, May 1846. 

“T wish J had as ardent a desire for communion 
with Jesus, our Beloved, as I often have for fellowship 
with His dear people! Pray that it may be so, and 
that I may have far more desire for Him, and His love 
‘which passeth knowledge’ I took = longing to see 
you just now; but, as I could not, I went to tell Jeaus 
T wanted more of Him; and oh! He ia sweet! I fear 
T know Him very Attle, if at all. I am so unwilling to 
eubmit to His will, not to sey in all things, but in any- 
thing] © to be able to my, ‘My soul is as weaned 
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child!’ When I think how soon we are to pari—to 
say that bitter word, farewell—I fear Iam not like a 
weaned child; but He says, ‘Be careful for nothing.’ 
It is sweet to tell Him all our heart, and to ask Him 
to comfort and sanctify us! He isa bleed God! How 
‘He bears with His poor, silly children! Our God is very 
pitiful, and of tender mercy. He never turns a deaf ear 
to any of our complaints, though they are often very 
foolish, He notices when His people are sad, and He 
draws near to comfort them, saying, ‘Why weepest 
thou!’ He knows why we weep, but He wants us to 
tell Him; He knows what a relief the very telling Him 
of our griefs will be. It ie best to speak of Himadlf 
when wo mest, and not outward things. O to know 
Him asa living Saviour, living in me, the hope of glory! 
O for # joyful hope of coming glory! Do you remem- 
ber the home-feeling about heavent But I must stop, or 
I shall think I am at P—— already.” 


“EB, June 11, 1846, 

“T feel now that we are absent the one from the other, 
when I have to write inatead of speaking to you fice 
to face; but this is His will whose meat and drink i¢ 
was to do the Father's will, and it must be our will too. 
» +» I felt I was meeting you in spirit very often 
during the journey yesterday, especially about jive. 
Jesus was very tender of His poor, sinful, sorrowfal 
child, for He drew near to comfort me many a time 
after I had left you. I thought my heart would break! 
How I longed for our holy home where I never should 
say farewell—when we should be with the Lord together 
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for ever! I must now get the closer to Jesus... . 1 
feel go drawn just now to all who Jove Jesus, It is a 
strong tie, the tie of grace that binds believers to each 
other ; it can never be broken.” 


“P—, June 15, 1846. 

“ May we both lean our weary souls on the bosom of 
Tomas, and may we find it a very sweet resting-place ! 
‘Yeaterday was our communion st Musselburgh. I falt 
for a short time at the table, as if alone with Jesus. 
It is almost too much to think about the love of Jesus ! 
T cannot stand it at all, if I feel it uven a little. We 
shall need glorified bodies tv hold the fulnoss of His 
love, It is sweet to get away from the world for a little, 
and sit under the shade of the ‘ Plant of Renown* with 
great delight. I could not help groaning when I heard 
man’s voies again, and thought, ch ! I am in the wilder- 
ness still! We shall never say jareweld when we meet 


in glory.” 
« Pp. , June 17, 1846, 

“Tt is a week to-day since we sad earth's bitterest 
word, farowell, and it sooms like ten years, I wonder 
how much I have done for Jesusin that week now gone, 
with all its sins and opportunities of glorifying Him 
sadly and sinfully lost—gone never to return. Iam 
often afraid to write to you—I am afraid I write you 
ties! Do you remember what Mr W—— said about 
that? I hope you will send me sometimes the Thurs- 
day nights notes. How often we have feasted on thom 
together! how often we have walked into the house of 
God in company! Shall we walk the golden streets of 
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the Now Jerusalem together? I am sometimes afraid; 
yet this is sinful ; Jesus surely is able to carry me 
ali the way. 1 wish 1 knew Him better ; His name is 
* Love, and His name is ‘ Wonderful? but my name is 
unbelief, and I cannot—no, I should say, I will not, 
trust Him, I could trast you—I could trust you with 
anything ; and can I not trust Jesus? What s heart is 
mine! Ho gavea proof (another among the multitudes 
Ho is for ever giving) of His love to this family, for 
He sent our dear minister with a sweet message of love 
to dear —— to-day. He spoke of this vorse,—'We 
have known and believed the love which God hath to 
us.’ He said that made all the difference between a 
converted and an unconverted man—tbe simple belief 
of the love of God; and yet, to make that difference, 
it required the mighty power of God. He would have 
given much to convert that soul, but he was powerless ; 
yet God works by means, and we must plead, my 
‘beloved, that His message may be blessed. He seemed 
to be bleased in speaking of the love of God—his whole 
soul seemed to be in it; and you know where he got 
the love—he got it where the beloved disciple got his ; 
and if He can fill a human heart go full, what must His 
own infinite heart contain! . . . Doyou think I should 
print my little book? I think our dear little Mary's 
Tove to Jesus, and, above all, the exhibition of His love to 
her in the perfect peace He gave her, may draw some 
young heart to Him... . Tell me if your den is a 
Bethel to you, if Jeaus draws near and says, ‘ Peace ba 
unto thee.” I am so glad when I think you are 
quiet there alone ; yet not alone, because your Father 
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is with you. My only drawback is, that I cannot come 
gently to the door, slip in, and join you at His throne, 
to bless Him for all His mercies to us, His poor silly 
sheep. We must be content that we excel in apirit for 
the present, My frequent prayer is, that our separation 
toay lead us nearer to Himself. You must ask for me 
that I may often,—always have Mary's place, as I bave 
@ good deal of Martha's work to do. Oh tobe at home! 
or to have more of a home-fesling about heaven even 
onearth!... You have One who never wearies in 
caring for you, who watches over you at all times with an 
intensity of interest and love euch a8 never dwelt ina 
human bosom till the ‘Word became flesh.” How deep, 
how pure, how holy, how unwearied, how unselfish, how 
God-tike, is the love God bears you! I am glad you 
are loved thus by One so glorious, 80 lovely. Do you 
remember the sweet chapter we read together at our last 
five o'clock meeting? It was all about the altogether 
lovely One. © that I could trust beth you and my- 
self with Him without a fear, a doubt, a murmur, or o 


suspicion t” 
“& P., June 26, 1846. 

“ Our minister was inducted yesterday at two o'clock, 
‘What a solemn service it was!* Do you know 
I cannot understand my foclings about him. I feel 
80 drawn to him, and yet I have never heard him 

* Bho thus writes in her diary :—"* Thursday, 25h June 1646,—The Rov, 
T. B, was inducted this day pastor of the Free Church here, May the 
Lard leas him, end mace him a bleswingt Felt very mush drawn fohim; 
‘T cannot tall how, as I have never heard him; but I take this as « token, 
thet he ia a gift from Christ to us; and if po, Imeust lovo him, Felt the 
‘Presence of the Master much during the ordinance. It was very sclemn. 
I foe) ua if this were really the beginning of good days to P——.” 
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preach, J felt eo much all the time of the service, my 
heart was quite melted ; and I felt, surely this man 
is a gift from Christ to us, and I must love him. Do 
you think Christ gave me these feelings towards him ¢ 
R. did not feel as 1 did, for she said she had never 
heard him; but neither have I, and yet I falt as if I 
loved him so much, I felt aa if it were to be the begin. 
ning of good days to poor P——. 0 that it may be 
80! The Master was very near to us yesterday, I think; 
surely He bas sent this man. .. . Tell me what 
you feel about going to London; I hope you won't 
go; and yet, if it be for your good, we must, as you 
say, seek what our Father's will is. How difficult I 
find it to bend my stubborn will to His! but there is 
nothing too hard for the Lord. What # comfort it is 
to think that ! How my heart went with you when you 
wrote that yon want to be stirred up to start anew! Tt 
is indeed 8 weary thing to bea AaifChristian. For the 
honour of our Master, we should indeed seek to be ‘a 
peculiar people.’ We have just bean reading the 24th 
Psalm ; Jesus has such » beautiful name in it — 
‘the King of Glory! What o title! The followers of 
such a glorious King should not be like the world, who 
are His enemies. My precious friend, when you are 
pleading for yourself to be stirred up, remember your 
poor friend—pray for your blind child, that she may 
really see. I have sometimes great longings to get on, 
but they have never been answered yet. J should like 
to be a ‘song’ Christian, but I am not one yet, I fear. 
You s#k me if I have been learning anything lately; 
the question humbled me greatly, but I am so glad you 
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put it, for I trast it will make me search and see what 
state I really am in. You must offen put questions to 
mae; I like so when you tell me what you feel, and ask 
me how I am getting on, for it alarms me out of my too 
easy state; you must always tell me what the Lord is 
teaching you, and it will encourage me more and more 
to follow on to know the Lord. I feel, like you, a good 
deal of what Jam, but I do not see Jesus as I ought; I 
should like to be intimately acquainted with Him. He is 
too much as a stranger to me; and yet, I feel that none 
but He can satisfy my soul; none but the living God 
can satisfy @ living soul. But is mine a living soul? 
‘Yet surely a dead soul could not long for Jesus as mine 
often does, 1 will try, my own friend, to lay all your 
wants before Him, who can and wifi supply them all. I 
sometimes greatly love to pray for you, especially at our 
own hour; but I should blush if you knew how little 
and how feebly I pray for you. I am so glad you want 
to have an additional hour for prayer. Oh! beloved, 
let us besiege the throne; we have great need—J have, 
at least; and we have many to pray for. The hour 
R. and I have thought of, is from three to four on 
Fridays ; telt me if you like that hour, or fix any other 
you like; perhaps you may think an evening hour will 
‘be less interrupted ; and don’t you think we should 
make our own families, Kelso, and P——, the chief 
things to pray for? Let us seek grace for ourselves 
and one another, that we may glorify God in the midst 
of them; let us plead fur them, and let us plead for 
the places we dwell m, that Jesus may dwell in them, 
and revive His work in the midst of them.” 
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“ P—, June 29, 1846. 

“ How unlike the love of man is God's love! No 
earthly friend would have pained you all at this time, 
‘but we have a kinder Friend above, He wounds that 
He may heal; He lays low, that He may raise up 
again; He smites in love—mysterious, wonderful love! 
* Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth 
every son whom He receiveth.’ A weight of glory will 
make amends for all the trials of the wilderness, God 
will not let any of you forget that it is the wilderness. 
Oh! what a weeping world this is! but faint not, bes 
loved friends, all tears will be wiped away in glory.” 


« P_—, June 11, 1846. 

“T sometimes feel solemn when I think how the Lord 
is dealing with us in both our families. There is such 
love in His taking to Himself those who are ready to 
go. Idread the king of terrors coming here, for so 
fow are ready to meet him as a friend sent to bring 
them home... . need all your sympathy at pre- 
sent, for this is avery tried house. Dear —— has 
‘been very ill again; I had little hope of finding her 
alive on our return ; and oh! the egony about her soul/ 
Toould think of nothing but that; yet, thanks to our 
wonderful and merciful God, we found her a little 
better... . Y cannot tell you what a solemn feeling 
T have about all this. How unspeakably important 
the soul seemed last night! I feel as if anything could 
‘be borne, if the soul were only safe. The Lord is speak- 
ing very loudly to us all, particularly to dear —— ; 
and I write to ask you to join us more earnestly than 


PROGRESS IN 1646, 351 


ever, that it may be sanctified. Did you join us at 
three yesterday} I was with -——; I read her the 
whole of * Mary standing at the fest of Jesus.’ It was 
very sweet to myrelf, and dear ——— seemed quiet and 
solemn. How I yearn at times over them all! but 
there is One who yearns far, far more. © to sce them 
all at His feet, in His arms—yes, in His very heart! 
‘The advancing footstep of a sinner to the Altar, is a 
aweet sound in our Aaron’s eara’ Do you remember 
that, beloved? ... We are so cheered about ——. 
© that my old Lizy and the old man at W. H. were 
gathered in too! Jesus has a large heart; it can hold 
all who come. J am glad you are in that infinite heart. 
Farewell for a little, And now, may you know more 
of that lovely One who makes all heaven glad, and 
who cheers even earth’e dull mansion with His bright 
beams. That these beams may shine into your heart 
more and more, is the earnest prayer of your own 
loving and attached sister in the Beloved.” 





- July 17, 1846. 
“1 cannot tell you what or how J feel, when [ hear 
our loving God has laid His rod on my precious friend. 
You tell me not to grieve, but I cannot help it. ‘No 
afftiction for the present is joyous, but grievous,’ so T 
may grieve, but oh! not sinfully; and I fear I do that. 
How much I may have to suffer before my stubborn 
will is subdued, and ‘every thought brought into sub- 
jection to the obedience of Christ!’ But I can trust 
Him, my own beloved Lord, I wish we were all ‘safo 
in the promised land.’ I feel my distance from Jesus 
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here; it is ao painful, that I feel at times as if I could 
wait no longer, but must go to Him. “Oh that I had 
the wings of a dove! for then would I fly away, and be 
at rest.’ How eweet it would be to go to glory to- 
gether} Oh! my beloved, what a wilderness this is! 
and the dreariest part of it is the evil heart within. 
Let us plead that our afflictions may not pass away 
without the effect God intends by them. I dread that 
more than the suffering. I am thinking I shall be the 
next laid up, for my side is bad again; but don't you 
grieve, for I feel I need it all, and 1am sometimes s0 
happy when I feel the pain, for I think this is Christ's 
hand on me, and it is in love, and I am go glad He loves 
me, that anything from Him is sweet. But I fear, if 
I were more tried, and tried in any very tender part, 
by bereavement for instance, I should not feel it sweet 
any longer. ‘Iam a beast before Thee.’ I oflen say 
that—it seems just to suit me... . And now, what 
message shall I gend to yourself? I shall not send one 
from me, but from your beloved Lord. I have opened 
the Bible at Paalm xl, verses 1-3. May the sweet 
Spirit of Jesus write them on your heart.” 


“ E——, August 17, 1846. 

“You will gat this on your birthday. If it be for the 
Lord's glory, may you, my precious friend, see many, 
many happy returns of this day; and may you every 
day see new beauties in your ‘altogether lovely’ 
Saviour ; and may every birthday find you liker and 
liker Him who is the spotless One—our all-perfect God. 
I cannot at all tell you my feelings when I received 
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your dear and welcome letter this morning. It was 
one of those green spots in the wilderness one some- 
times meets with. « I had wearied for it during the last, 
to me, painful mouth; but I trust I have felt that 
this has been # needfal trial, and that it has boon blest 
to me. I lean too much on you when I am with you, 
and I Jean on your dear letters when I get them; and 
you must ask that God would enable you to write to 
me only when He wills that I should hear, and then 
your letters will be blest to me. And soon, beloved, 
wo shall not need to write with pen and ink ; we shall 
speak face to face ere long, I trust, in ‘Jerusalem 
above.’ I often weary to be away! What a God we 
have! Truly He is God aud not man, or He would 
have cast me off long ago.... I am too weak to 
write much at a time, and my side is yery painful to- 
day. Will you pray that all this may be sanctified ? 
T should be humbled indeed, when I think how sinful 
I must be to need so much pruning. Bat it is all 
well, all right; and 1 shall soe that clearly in the sweet 
light of eternity. © to be at home! I feel a kind of 
perguasion that I may be away soon. I fel little in- 
‘terest in anything here, and I think perhaps this pain 
ia the messenger sent to bring down the frail body ; but 
He knows the best time to take me. O that I were 
quite eure that I am prepared! But I feel as if I were 
cruel in saying all this te you. You would miss 
M——; you would be saying, ‘I am distressed for 
thee, my sister.’ It is curious I cannor sranp you 
speaking of going home, and yet I speak of it to you; 
but then I forget I am not J——, but only N—. 
z 
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I was at church yesterday for the first time for a 
month ; and how lovely and pleasant His courts ware 
‘Wo heard Mr Cumming of Dumbarney at St Luke's, 
and I never heard such an exquisite sermon, I thought 
of you constantly. How you would have enjoyed it! 
I muet try and remember some of it to tell you, in 
ppite of my poor side.” 


« E—, September 3, 1846. 

* E——~ mys you have promised to return in spring, 
80 mind you are to come by ——. But ah! how 
little do we know what may happen before then! 
‘We may have met, beloved one, in glory; we may be 
by that time, ‘absent from the body, and present with 
the Lord.’ Do you know I sometimes lately have felt 
eternal things so near! Perhaps my being so poorly 
puts me more in mind that I am mortal, and that my 
days on earth are as a shadow. I am in wise and 
loving hands ; and it is a wonder to me that He 
takes such pains with me as to afflict me s0 often; 
there is really nothing but love in it at all, I cannot 
gee any severity; it is so gentle, eo loving, and, oh} 
80 infinitely leas than I deserve. I am # wonder to 
myeelf, that my heart is not quite melted and won 
by such love ; but it is not. I need not conceal either 
from myself or you that my heart cleaves as much to 
the dust, and is as cold as af the bright Sun of Right- 
eousness bad almost never shone upon it. I eay almost, 
for it would be sinful to deny that He has shone even 
on my hard heart, but it is hard still ; my only comfort 
is that it will not always be so. No! blessed be His 
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holy and loving name, I shall one day begin (and never 
end) to praise Him with a warm end unsinning heart 
But it is sweet even now to stammer His praise. I 
thought this morning it was such a mercy in God to 
allow us to praise Him. Is it not, dearest? And 
when we begin to praise, although the moment before, 
‘perhaps, we thought we had so much to complain of 
and go little to praise, soon we find that we would need 
an. eternity to bless Him for all our mercies ; and then 
ali our complaints vanish. I often find I have nothing 
to complain of, when I thonght I had a great deal, 
One thing I do bless Him for—we are all still alive ; 
we can still pray for our beloved onea who are yet out 
of Christ. I wonder how long they are to be out of 
Christ. © that but one would come in!” 


September 14, 1846, 

« Tt rejoices me when I hear that there is no cloud 
‘between you and the bright Sun of Righteousness, and 
that He is shining upon your soul. What a wonderful 
difference it makes when the Lord draws near! then 
are the disciples glad; but, ah! it is md when He is 
away; nothing can make up for His absenoe. .. . 
Everything is so changeable and uncertain here, that 
1 often feel we must just live by the day. God could, 
in ways we never ehould think of, arrange everything 
for us as we could wish, at least, aa would glorify 
Him ; and His people should desire nothing that would 
not glorify Him.” 


Frequently, during the past two or three years, has 
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M—— given utterance to her desires to labour for the 
Lord. She has sought, in many ways, to carry these 
desires into effect ; and in no small measure she has 
succeeded. She has already “done what she could,” 
aa we have seen. 

But now her desires take 2 more decided shape, 
She wishes to be more directly and undividedly a 
labourer in the field. Anywhere—anywhere, at home 
or abroad—she is willing to Isbour. Only let it be 
work for Christ, and she will undertake it, at any cost 
of auffering, or toil, or sacrifice. 

But now her eye turns more definitely to the foreign 
field. She sees that the labourers are few, and she 
would fain etep forward to offer her services, though 
most painfully burdened with a focling of weakness and 
unfitness. Tt is this feeling that troubles har most. 
The hardships and the sacrifices do not weigh with her 
half so much as this. Her humility is at all times 
great ; here it shews itself excessive. 

The purposo of her heart she is not allowed to 
carry ont. Modical judgment decides against the 
acheme ; at least, in the case of her sister, without 
whom she cannot go. Several hindrances come up, 
and ultimately the plan is abandoned. But her de- 
votedness and conssoration of spirit have been fully 


‘These statements will explain the contents of the 
following letters :— 
“P—, September 14, 1846. 
«T must now tell you phat-R. and I are very muck 
oooupied with. We greatly wish to go out ag mission- 
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aries—that is to say, as teachers. We have thought of 
it almost ever since we first sought the Lord,—I should 
say, Bince He sought us; and lately we have felt more 
and more as if God were calling us to it by His pro- 
vidence, © that it were so) What an bonour and pri- 
‘vilege to go to tell poor heathen children of Jesus, the 
friend of childrent to take them to Him too, that He 
roay take them up in His arms and blessthem! Thereare 
many obstacles : first, we are afraid of running before 
‘wo are sent, and I fear my motives are not pure at all; 
but then if I wait till my motives are right, I may wait 
all my life, for I have a desperately wicked heart. 
‘What do you think about our wishes? We think God 
seems to be pointing us to it in many ways: in the 
first place, it was He, not ourselves, who gave us these 
desires ; then we hed nothing to do in the writing of 
the letter about us to this lady ; and her letter and the 
account of this society have come to us just at the time 
when our family are talking of many different plans for 
the future; and we want them (if they can) to settle 
them without calculating upon us, as we think we can do 
more for Christ amongst hundreds of obildren abroad, 
than with two or three at home. We spoke to mamma 
about it to-day for the first time, and she is very averse 
to it. Ah! that would be the terrible part of it—the 
differing with her, and the parting from her. That 
would be the plucking out of the right eye, the cutting 
off of the right band ; but Jesus says we must not love 
father or mother more than Him, But, oh! darling, 
wo are anzious about this matter. I can pray about 
nothing else almost ; and, oh! join us, for we are very 
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suxious to do nothing rashly; we want to see God 
Teqding us every step, and our way is but dark to us yet. 
M— will not hear of India, so we are thinking rather 
of applying to the Free Church, It would be nice, too, 
‘to go ont, sent by our own Church ; and Peath or Jassy 
ig not so formidable as India or Africa. Will you pray 
earnestly and much for us, that God would lead us every 
step of the way, and shew us His will in this solemn 
matter? What a terrible thing it would be if we were 
refused! but we will tell them we are #o anrious and 
willing to learn. ‘Will you not be long of answering 
this letter, as Iam very anxious to know what you 
think? Iam afraid of two things: of being put back 
from it by any ssorifice Christ may show us we must 
make, or by the ridicule of worldly friends; and I am 
afraid, on the other hand, of undertaking a thing I am 
not called to, or fit for. Oh, how sweet it would be, 
setting off together on our Master’s work! Wo should 
really be Christ's servants then!” 


~, September 19, 1846, 

“Does it not seem as if God had come into the 
midst of us and our arrangements, saying, ‘Ye are not 
your own, I have work for you to do} What abright- 
ness and a glory is there sround the very thought that 
this may be the case! But then come in my two 
other objections: first, my health—I am certainly not 
strong, the pain in my side never leaves me, and it 
must weaken me; and, lastly, I am not fit for such a 
work in any way. I had such a sight of this this 
morning, while praying about it, that I oould do 
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nothing but weep diterly, thinking that Jesus could 
not send me. How unsubmissive I am to His blemed 
will] I feel that it would be hard to say, ‘ Thy will 
‘be done,’ when that will was to say farewell to my 
beloved father and mother, and my precious and 
moet beloved friend on earth, your own dear self. J 
cannot dwell on the thought at all, ao I won't attempt 
to speak of it, Yet, I feel it would be far, far more 
difficult to say, ‘Thy will be done,’ if Jesus mid, ‘You 
are not to go, you are not to go to tell sinners, far 
away, of my love;’ and I greatly fear He may my 
that to me, my motives are eo unworthy. 1 feel, 
dearest, that-all this has been much blessed to my poor 
soul. It has often, since I got that letter about it, 
drawn me very near to my tonderful God. © that I 
had a holy heart to love such » holy God! O that I 
had a loving heart to love such a loving God! I feel my 
need of Him more, I think. I feel that I cannot stand 
or go alone. He must lead me; and is it not a sweet 
necessity Iaid upon us, that we must come and Jean ail 
our weight upon God—upon Jehovab-Jesus? Ob! 
J— you and I will sing a loud hallelujah in glory! 
But E don’t want to go to heaven yet; I want to go to 
His ancient people, and try to bring some of their little 
ones to Him who has already shed His blood for them. 

“1 was mying to dear ——, the other day, that I 
felt as if I were just begining to feel that I need a 
Saviour. I have been professing for four years now 
that I am His, and yet this is all the length I am— 
that I need Him. Yes, I do indeed need Him, for Iam 
8 guilty worm of the dust, and can do nothing for my- 
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self; but Ho is everything, and has done everything, 
and all He wants now is, that we should consent that 
He should be our Substitie—that we should consent 
to be nothing, that He may be ‘all in all!’ This is 
humbling, but, oh! it is sweet too. Don’t you feal 
that you would not like any other way of being saved 
but this way, ‘the new and living way’! There is 
nothing on this esd earth so sweet as to weep for ein 
at the foot of Jesus; but it is a terrible thought, that 
we are never done sinning. It should make us lie 
very low, and make our High Priest all the more pre- 
cious to us.” 
« P—, September 23, 1846, 

“1 wonder how my two old people are, Lissy and 
the man ——. © that I could go once more, and 
tell them of ‘ Him who loved us, and gave Himself for 
‘ust’ Could He give more? Could He give anything 
half 60 precious, half so lovely? and, having given 
Himself, can He deny us anything we oan ask Him? 
No: let us trust Him, dear sister, and we are sure to 
come off more than conquerors through Him that 
loved us, and gave Himself for us. I love to repeat 
this verse, it is so sweet! Don't you often feel you 
don’t so much, as it were, love Him for His gifta, as 
for Himself? If Ho had given us all His possessions, 
‘but not Himself, what would that have done for ua? 
That in the misery of the worldiing, that he is ‘with 
out Christ” Can you conceive a more miserable, soli- 
tary statet What would heayen be without Christ? 
No heaven at all, I am often afraid Jesus will sy 
these awful words to me at the judgment-seat, ‘ Depart 
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from ms)—and then I should be without Obrist. Oh! 
T think if I am to go to hell, I will sit in a corner and 
think of Christ, if I cannot be with Him. But Ho will 
not leave our soul in hell if we commit it to Him.” 


« P-——, November 21, 1846. 

T shall be glad to see your face, for it is a rough 
world this, and Christ’s poor silly sheep get many a 
hard blow on their road to glory; but i te a road 
that leads to glory, and that should make amends 
for troubles by the way... . We are often dark and 
troubled about many things; but what « comfort it 
is to know that, though our way be dark to us, it is 
all light to Jesus! He knoweth the way that we take, 
and Ho will lead us by a right way to his own jay above; 
and He seems often to say to me, ‘O thou of little 
faith, wherefore didst thou doubt?’ and, though it is a 
rebuke, it ia such a gentle one, a8 if He said, ‘ Have 
ye any reason why ye doubt me?’ making me feel I 
have indeed no reason to doubt my gracious Master. 
Lenvy you your hunger. 1 wish I had a hungry soul, for 
T should be sure to be fed. I fear you will starve here; 
but you must go more to the Fountain, and you will 
get the water clearer and purer there. I am some~ 
times so glad God is pure and holy, it makes my very 
heart rejoice to ‘ give thanks at the remembrance of 
‘His holiness.’ Think of the time when we shall be as 
pure as our glorious Master—when wo shall partake 
of His holiness, not only in a degree, but altogether. 
T cannot imagine me without sin/” 
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# P—, October 6, 1848, 

“Tam wo glad it iz beloved Jerac! we are to go to, if 
we do go; but, oh! I am terribly afraid, especially 
since I have seen this dear sister in the Lord. I can 
hardly tell how I feel about it—I am ashamed and 
afraid by turns. I could scarcely look at Mr M—— 
when we were telling him—it seemed such presamp~ 
tion in me to think of it; yet, it ia not J who am to 
work, but God—‘the grace of God in me ;’ aad, if He call 
me to it, He will surely give me the necessary strength. 
Oct. 7—! The Lord your God is holy.’ This isa 
eweet, and yet solemn verse for to-day. It would bea 
terrible thing if our God were not holy— infinitely holy. 
It is so blessed to think we may so surely, 90 safely trust 
our everlasting all to Him; yet I sometimes think it 
strange how we, at least J, oan tragt Him for eternity, 
and that I am so unbelieving above the things of time, 
Oh! if we could only obey that precious command, 
* Be careful for nothing,’ we should find the promize 
fulfilled in our blessed expericnce, ‘ that the peaco of 
God, which passeth all understanding, would keep our 
hearts and minds through Jesus Christ,’ Troly it is a, 
posoo which passeth all understanding. I wish I knew 
more of it; it is my own sin that Ido not. Iam in 
great trouble about the mission business, I am so afraid 
of rmmning before I am sent. I would not go any- 
there without Him for thousands of worlds. Any 
amount of agony with Him would be infinitely aweeter 
than any joy without Him. 1 sometimes wish I were 
‘maf in the promised land I get 20 little of Him here, 
and I live so far from Him.” 
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-, October 23, 1846. 

“I think, too, we should not speak of it to any one ; 
for, if I did not go after all (and Z will not go if He go 
not with me), it may do harm to the cause. As for poor 
me, it does not matter what any one says and thinks 
of me—they cannot think too badly of me; but I must 
‘be very careful not to give occasion to any to speak 
against my Master. But I am really taxing your 
patience very unmercifully, and I fear you will my, 
when you read my letters, “Ah! poor M— is too 
fall of doubts and fears ever to be a missionary.” 1 
sometimes think any mission in Europe is too civilised 
for ma. I think I should do better out in the wilds 
of Africa, where I should have to teach only poor 
savages, and not so many eyes on me, It is a wonder- 
ful thing that Jesus hes put it into my head at all, to 
think that J, ‘a beast before Him, ehould venture to 
aay, ‘Here am 1, Lord, send me.” 


=, December 2, 1846, 

“ My varr pxan Mes H——,—R, reosived your 
. kind letter this afternoon, and I now sit down to have 
a talk with you on this, to us, most deeply interesting 
gubject. We were much delighted to recsive your 
faithful letter. I thank our loving Father that He 
has given us faithful friends, for 1 am always afraid 
lest your love should blind you to us, #0 that you 
would not gee us as we really are—at least in as far 
‘as we can know of one another. Dear friend, we have 
not taken up this matter iightly. I think God has 
been teaching us from the very beginning wo dread 
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nothing eo much as following our own way in this 
matter, and I feel (as far as I know my deceitful and 
desperately wicked heart) that the language of our heart 
is, “If Thy presence go not with us, carry us not up 
henea ;’ and I think, if you knew all the providenoes, 
you would feel, with us, that the Lord has been at least 
calling our attention to 8 missionary life very decidedly, 
although, at the same time, we feel that He has not as 
yet made our way so clear as that we can say we think 
it is Hix will that we are really to go. He has given us 
the strong wish to be employed abroad in His service. 
‘He has inclined the hearta of our dear family in a moat 
wonderful way to be agreeable to our wishes. And an- 
other thing is very encouraging to us, our health has 
greatly improved lately, although we have at the Nor 
mal School had a great deal of very unusual fatigua 
You say you ‘do not think we can infer, from present 
appearances, that He will ultimately send us abroad.” 
Perhaps He may not ; but I think, at present, we should 
be turning from His way if we were not much taken 
up with the thought that He is dealing with us very 
peculiarly in the matter. His will regarding us is not 
clear yet ; but it is aweet, as you say, to rest in His 
present will, leaving the case of the future to Him, I 
almost dread to speak upon the sulject of my fitness, I 
should rather say unfitness, for such a work; I feel 
ashamed, and deeply humbled, to speak of it to you or any 
other friend I have; I feel so unworthy, eo unfit,in 
every way, cepecially with regard to my knowledge of 
Divine things. Iam not fit for any work at home or 
abroad ; I am the merest worm that ever tried to speak 
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@ word for Jesus; and if I looked at my own qualifi- 
cations, I should st onoe give up all thought of going; 
but Jesus will not send me a warfare on my own 
charges; if I go, my Master will go with me, tho 
everlasting arms will bo underneath me. He will put 
‘His own words into my stammeriag lips.” 


“ P—, January 4, 1847. 

“0 to be done with sint I weary of the struggle 
often, and yet this is wrong, for I should have my 
month filled with praise that I am in the struggle; but 
the more J am loved, the more insensible my heart 
‘seems to get.” 

«“ P—, April 10, 1847. 

“So your sweet Lord (as Rutherford would say) has 
not been forgetful of you any more than of us! Don’t 
you find it a blessed thing to be afflicted? I think I 
agres heat with trials, and I have not a few of them at 
present, You ill—B. ill, and away from home—and so 
many at home ill—and, worse than all, seeing so many T 
love, without Christ, still out of the ark, in apite of the 
many calla they have had to enter in. Ishould greatly 
like to hear from you; and oh! tell me that you are 
better, for my foolish heart can scarcely bear to hear 
you say you are ill. That shews how selfish my love 
to you ig compared to Christ's: He makes you ill 
though He loves you so much ; yes, and just because 
He loves you so well... . I read to——-in the morn- 
ing now, as well as at night! Oh! seck a blessing on 
His own Word. How sweet it is to tell him how five 
wo him the Saviour is! . . . It is strange to me how 
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much Tam taken up about that sonl. I sometimes 
foel as if I had no one else to care for. Surely He 
who has given this concern to such a cold heart ax 
mine will answer, in His own time, the pleadings of 
His own Spirit within me? Oh! pray for that soul, 
that the entrance of His word may give light toit I 
have asked —— to remember us, and she says she will; 
it will be a great comfort to me to think that prayer 
for a blessing is ascending from some of God’s dear 
children while I read to him. . . . I wish I could tell 
you of some loved one ‘born again;’ well, let us not 
weary, and ‘in due season we shall reap, if we faint 
not.” 
« P—.,, April 28, 1847, 

“ My own paxovap Farmwp,—I shrink from writing 
even to you just now, fur I am in deep waters, and I 
can scarcely bear to speak of it, but I long to write a 
fow lines to you at times. My beloved —— is now 
very ill; he has had three more of these dreadful 
attacks, each only one week after the other, and he 
cannot stand it long. My own friend, the furnace is 
very hot. © that it may purify the precious gold, 
cleansing all the dross away! It is very terrible ; but 
it is all love, doop, God-like love—I cannot doubt it. 
.. « I fear you will never see —— more on this sad 
earth—oh! pray that you may meet in the Jerusalem 
above, and be together ‘for ever with the Lord.’ Now, 
my beloved, I can eay no more; I must go to my 
Refuge, the throne of grace, to plead for him.” 
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« P—— , June 7, 1847. 

“The Lord bath laid His hand very heavily on this 
house, but it is the Zord who haz done it, and He will 
give us grace to ssy, ‘He hath done even this well’ 
T cannot tell you that my heart has been brought to 
anything like submission yet. Oh! this is bitter, bitter 
sorrow! It is a hot furnace indeed, so hot that my 
faith often fails altogether; but Jesus’ love never fails, 
and even in the midst of my agony I have felt that 
there was ‘One like to the Son of man’ with me in 
the furnace, keeping the flames from kindling upon 
me. I bave hed moments of deep peace thet could 
only come from Him. Seek, dearest, that we may get 
all the benefit God intends by this sore bersavement. 
‘His love to us is, indeed, wonderful; love shines out 
in every little circumstance concerning us, even to the 
most minute. As He has had all the pain of so deeply 
afflicting us, I cannot bear to think that He should 
not get glory to Himself from it all. May it be mid 
of this stricken family, ‘Now they desire a better 
country, that isan heavenly.” Pray for usall What 
eore hearts we have! but Jesus says He heals as well 
ag wounds. What a wilderness this is! I know now 
what the word means. Do write again; and believe 
me, yours most affectionately, in the love of Jesus;” 


« P—., June 22, 1847. 
« Many « time, and in various ways, has the Lord 
spoken to this family; but, oh! what were all these to 
this! I feel es if we never felt a pang before, He has 
now spoken to us by death; and that bas gone to the 
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very innermost corners of our hearts, aansing them to 
‘bleed as they never did before. My precious father, 
—are we never to sce his sweet, kind face on earth 
againt I think my heart will break ; I thought time 
would make it lighter to me, but it gets worse every 
day. I get comfort but in one thing, that it ia sont 
for good to our precious soula, Oh! if beloved ones 
are led to Jesus by this heavy stroke, surely we may 
well suffer this agony. Yes, doarest; this may ba 
God’s way of answering our many prayers for their 
conversion ; and though it is @ terrible way, still, if 
it be for such an end, we may well praise Him for it. 
.- I feel that nothing short of God getting glory 
from this tribulation will comfort me under it ; and 
what will bring Him so much glory as to see us all 
sitting at the feet of Him who has so sorely wounded 
us? I must live to God now—this world can never be 
my rest. How I long to be at rest up yonder! I long 
to go, to be ‘ for ever with the Lord”... There is 
something striking in the time God has been pleared 
to take to remove our beloved from us, when he and 
we together were looking for, and talking about, little 
else but the return of dear ——, after an absence of 
tix years ; and now that he has come, three weeks after 
our sore loss, we all look upon him, thinking, ‘Oh! 
how Ae would have gaved upon him{’ How I feel 
that God thus intends to make us see His hand in it 
very evidently! ... I have great’ comfort at times 
in pleading that God himself would come and fill, and 
far more than fill, his place in our family. We have a 
promise to plead which we had not before; and I do 
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get blessed comfort at times, in praying that He would 
fulfil it, Oh to have God to be our Father, to come, 
like David of old, to ‘ bless His household!” ¥ long to we 
more Jove in this trial, but it almost overwhelma my 
wicked heart. He tells us that it is through much 
tribulation we are to enter the kingdom; and yet how 
bowed down we are when the tribulation comes, ‘as 
though some strange thing happened to us!’ I was not 
present at the last, and that is to me one of the most 
dreadful parts of this trial, It was very sudden, I 
had gone to E—— that morning, and you may be sure 
he did not seem to be worse, when I could leave him, 
for I seldom left him even for an hour ; when I returned, 
God had taken him. And now I can tell you no more, 
for I cannot speak of this at all.” 


“ P—, July 1, 1847, 
“Many thanks for your most welcome and very 
Precious letter. One thing in it gave mo especial 
comfort; indeed, it is the only thing that can comfort 
me now, your saying that, without this trial, the glory 
of our blessed God would be incomplete, It seems to 
me very wonderful that it should be so, that anything 
about a poor worm like me should glorify Him in any 
way; but it must be true, ss you say, my beloved, 
that all things are working for His glory, and so must 
this amongst the rest, Does it not shew what a despe- 
rately wicked creature I must be, when J could wish 
not to pass through any furnace, if He would be glori- 
fied thereby? ‘Yes, dearest; God is ehewing me, at 
fds trae of muutterbie angel, that: Iams greet 
a 
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deal woree than I ever thought I was. If any one had 
told mo before this took place, what thoughts I should 
have of God, and what unbelief, and murmurings, and 
repinings, and rebellings I should give way to, I should 
have anid, ‘Am I s dog, that I should do this?’ but, 
oh, Z have done it! Did you but see my heart, from 
day to day, you would mourn for me indeed; but God 
sees it all, and yst He bas patience with me, and bas 
even passed His word—and He cannot lie—that He 
will have patience with me to the end. Why can’t I 
see love even in this fiery trial? 1 cannot understand 
my feelings at all. I feel as if it were impossible that I 
could ever be comforted, and yet God says, ‘ With me 
nothing ia impossible’ What a wilderness this world 
is now! and every day it gots worse. I take such a 
yearning of heart to see my darling father again; and 
when I remember that I shall never see him again on 
earth, the thought is so full of agony, I can scarcely 
bear it, and the very sweetest word in all the Book of 
books seema unavailing to give me one ray, ona drop 
of comfort. I cannot believe that it is true ; I don't 
think I have ever believed it yet, and yet I don’t ase 
him. Yes, yes, it is true indeed; and my very heart is 
breaking within me. Surely I cannot be a child of 
God, to feel in this way! I don’t think His people 
ever have such # rebellious heart, at any time, as I 
have; I fear I am refusing to be comforted. Bat why 
do I speak of my wicked self, and grieve my own friend? 
There is one thing I must say,—remomber all the 
‘blame is mine, that Iam so miserable. I cannot bear 
that any one should think the loving God is dealing 
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too severely with His rebellious child, You will not 
think that, for you know God better; and I am a little 
huppy when I think and know that: it would be ter- 
rible indeed, if I made any one think ill of my heavenly 
Father, as I fear I do.” 


“ E-—, Avgust 7, 1847, 

“TI always feel sorry, my beloved J——, that my 
letters to you are so full of zorrow, for I know they 
will grieve you; but oh! how oan it be otherwise? 
“The oup which my Father bath given me’ is a very 
bitter cup indeed; and although there are times when 
the deep wound does not bleed so much, still these 
times are rare. Oh! there isa depth and a reality of 
bitterness in this sore bereavement I never felt before! 
I never thought I could have felt aa I now do, It has 
changed the whole aspect of this world to me; and 
often I have but one wish—-to lay my aching head and 
heart beside my beloved father’s, and neither sin nor 
sorrow more, But I fool that this is very wrong: my 
Father knows best when to take His poor sorrowful 
child ome, and I know that I should rather wish to 
live more to Him now than ever, Earth has but one 
attraction for me now, and that is to be enabled to bring 
souls to Jesus. If it were not that even J can thus 
glorify Him in a way that angels cannot do, I could 
not stay here any longer... . It will be aad to leave 
that house and that beloved room, where we watched 
night and day our precious invalid, and where, often 
and often, God has enabled me to pour out my whole 
soul before Him for his precious soul. How I have 
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sat by him, weeping my very heart out, and repeating 
to him, verse after verze, ths sweetest I could find; 
and I see now, as if it were reality, his dear eyes fill 
with tears, and looking at me so kindly. O my father, 
my beloved father! no wonder this world is a desert to 
me. 
“ P.8.—I have been taking this opportunity of again 
‘visiting at the prison. Seek a blessing on my poor 
efforts. Iam often greatly helped in speaking to 
them of the sinner’s Friend. What a wonderfal thing, 
that God employs one sinner to direct another to the 
blood that oan cleanse us both! They are often melted ; 
but I long to see the blessing really come; there ia 
nothing I find euch comfort in as in seeking to win 
some of these poor wanderers back to the fold. Pmy 
for a word of power.” 


% Blairgowrie, September 17, 1847. 
« My ows DaRLING Frrexp,—You will be surprised 
to see me address from Blairgowrie. I came here to 
nurse poor ——} she has been ill again. O that now 
uhe may ory from the heart, ‘ My Father, thon art the 
guide of my youth!” And will you ask for me, that I 
may be enabled to walk wisely towards her, and may 
have a word given me to speak to her precious soul}” 


% Blairgowrie, September 1847. 
«T shall say nothing till we meet, about the prospect 
of a minister to P——, except this—‘He hath been 
mindfal of us, and He will bless us still.’ Oh, yea 
He is a prayer-hearing God, and He will give us a 
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godly minister yet, for He says, ‘ Ask, and ye shall 

receive.’ Iam glad you are to meet —— on Friday, 

Tove real, spiritual Christians! Love to all, from 
“Your own M——.” 


October 27, 1847. 

“Since my visit to Blairgowrie, there has been a 
song of praise put into my mouth, and every new trial 
just seems to me a new cause for a louder and sweeter 
song of praise, I sometimes see such unutterable Jove 
to this family in all our trials, that I can hardly feel 
anything but thanksgiving to the God of love. I don’t 
mean that I don't feet our sore trinls; oh, no ;—my 
wicked heart is far moro inclined to faint under His 
rebukes than to despise them; but God is shewing mo 
that He is afflicting us for our eternal profit, and 
making me feel that it is worth suffering anything, if 
the soul is only saved; and should not that make me 
praise Him?” 

Tu the month of September, as will be seen from 
some of the previous letters, she was called to attend a 
sick sister near Blairgowrie. Of this brief visit she has 
left record which is entitled, “ Diary during « short 
visit to Blairgowrie.” As this is fuller than her 
other diaries, and as it brings her history down to the 
time of her marriage, we give it pretty fully. It isa 
sort of- episode or parenthesis — the record of her 
experienoss and activities when placed alone among 
strangers, with few, myve the Christ whom she loved, to 
resort to. 

« Sept. 8, 1847, Wednesday-—Left Edinburgh at balf- 
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past seven morning, and sailed in the steamboat to 
Dundee, Felt Jesus very near me almost all the time; 
read Mr Hamilton’s Olive ;—felt it very precious to my 
soul; felt especially sweet what he says of faith, that 
it has no virtue in itself; but that Jesus, to whom it 
‘unites the soul, is everything. How sweetly one learns 
when the boly loving Spirit is the teacher! I felt I 
could look beyond my faith to Him who is the object 
of it, Yes, my Jesus is all in all. O that Ho were all 
in all to me! I felt very sick soon after, and could not 
apeak to any but one little boy, to whom I gave a 
tract. The Lord brought us safe to land, and after 
seeing about the rilway, I took a walk to the church- 
yard ;—met a rervant girl there, to whom the Lord 
gave me a word. It was very solemn to talk about 
eternity, surrounded by those whose souls had already 
begun their eternal state. I wondered how many in 
these graves would rise to glory. Gave her one or two 
tracts. 

Left Dundes at half-past two, and arrived at New- 
tyle at half-past three. Found I had to wnit there 
three hours before the train arrived again, as the omni- 
bus to Blairgowrie does not leave till then; this was 
very provoking, as I was tired, and had no place to go 
to but a dirty inn. But I thought I might get some 
work for my Master to do, and 0 the time would not 
be lost. I spoke to three girla about the love of Jesus, 
and gave them tracts. I then walked about for an 
hour or more, and gave tracts to nearly all J met. Got 
away at last, and arrived at Blairgowrie safely, but very 
tired, @ little after nine. Found M—— very poorly. 


a 
ty 
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‘The Lord only knows how this illness isto end. May 
it be for His glory either way! Went very soon to 
bed. My own beloved Lord has been very tender of 
me this day; He haa been very loving to His wayward 
child, 1 often think God delights in showing remark- 
able forbearance and love to me. Why me, Lordt 
why me?” 

“ 9th,—Went down tose dear old after dinner, 
end felt it sweet to hear her talk of Jesus. It greatly 
delights me when I hear others speak well of Him, and 
see them trusting in His love. My faith is very feeble; 
Tan trust Him when all goes well, but when He gives 
me a bitter cup to drink, as He has lately, how I mis- 
doubt and migjudge Him !—and yet He is love still. 
Yea, I would not have it otherwise. It is all well, 
because He did it. . Felt the burden greatly 
away. I aid on leaving, ‘The Lord be with you!’— 
‘ And go with you, she added. It came very sweetly 
to my heart. I think I need double grace when 1 am. 
away from home, I feel so lonely. Ob, I shell be glad 
when I am for ever with the Lord; I shall never feel 
lonely then! He is ever with me even now, it is true; 
but it is » different thing to see the loved One by faith, 
and face to face.” 

“ 10th.—Felt very near God, and very peaceful and 
happy to-day. What » change when the Comforter 
comes! All clouds, all burdens roll away, and the Sun 
of Righteousness shines into the soul. Strange that 
I am not always thus! Jesus is ever the same, and so 
my peace need never waver. But, ah! I have a body of 
sin to carry about with me, and that is a sag hindrance. 
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A bright cheery day, Went down to see ——; was 
with her an hour. It is very sweet to sit beside her, 
and witness her cheerful submission to her painful 
earthly lot. I feel when with her, how ungrateful I 
am for my many mercies. Why am I not lying like 
her? I do not deserve the health I have. © that I 
could spend it in His service, and glorify Him as much 
as she does in her sickness!” 

11th.—I trust it will be the Lord's will that M—— 
will recover, for I fear that she has not yet experienced 
real change, not passed from death to life. I can do 
little except pray for her, as she is not able to con- 
verse, ... A letter has come to ——, telling her 
that her father is gone. Oh, I know their sorrow : it 
is a very bitter one. May He who often at that time 
comforted me, comfort that family. I feel my own 
grief coming back afresh when I think of theirs, No 
letter from home to-day. Felt vexed about this. How 
little trouble makes me sin, and grisve away the 
Holy Spirit! Felt greatly troubled at prayer about 
this sin, of being eo casily vexed. It bid God's face, a8 
every sin must do till it is washed in the cleansing 
Blood, and subdued by the kingly power, of Jesus, 
Strange, how sweet it is to weep for sint® And yet 
there is bitterness in it too; and the more it is for- 
given, the bitterer my tears get. O that I should ain 
against such a God! I wish I could, like Job, abhor 
‘= Perhaps those words may call to mind  paseage of Augustine: —“ Thou 
‘art in the heart of those that confess to Thee, and oust, themaclves upon. 
‘Thow, aud weep in Thy bosom, after all thelr rugged ways. Then dost Thoa 


gently wipe away thelr tears; und they weep the more, and joy in weep- 
ing.” (Confeatlons, B, v, ch. i. sect, 2) 


“ 
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myself] I have two besstting sins: I am soon angry, 

and I am very selfish; and often do I plead with God, 

that I need double grace to subdue these ains, and 

that, if He do not hold me up, I must fall, for I 

have no strength. Oh! it is bleed to be able to 

plead my utter weakness, that I may lay claim to His 
” 


“ Monday, 13th.—Heard Mr Macdonald preach twice 
Inthe morning it was from 1 Cor. iii.15. It 
‘was all about the difference of grace in Christians making 
different degrees of glory in heaven. It is a subject 
that always makes me very sad, as I feel that I come 
so very far short now, that I shall likely have a very 
Jow place in glory. What an unde-erved meroy if I 
am there at all! But I chould like to have a large 
cup of joy, and a bright crown of glory ; for the brighter 
the crown, the fitter is it to cast at His feet; and the 
larger the cup, the sweeter is it, for it is just filled with 
Himself. This subject should make me very anxious 
to press on, that I may get more grace.” 

TThe following extract wears a peculiar tinge of 
solemn sadness. She does not elsewhere express her- 
self thus, but always rejoices in creation’s lovelinem, 
knowing that be who joys in God ought to joy in His 
works, For may not Christian say, with one of the 
world’s poeta— 

“Ohi! my heart joys to guso upon the sky, 
‘Gleaming athwart green leaves, like happiness, 
Adore the gloom and absdow of the world. 
© mummer gunshipat floating round all things— 
‘Meadow, and hill, sod leafy oovertore— 
Btosping al nature in most sweet delight, 
‘Till upward from the bosom of the earth, 
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‘Before so cold, and blank, and unsdorn’4, 

Spring fairest flowers, to gledden and adorn.” 
But yet one does not wonder at the deep sadness of 
heart thus expressed, when it was the sadness arising 
from the uncongenial air of earth. She felt herself 
stranger here. She looked around, and saw the world 
dying in wickedness. Creation was beautiful ; but sin 
bad tinged it, and shadows hang over it, and Satan 
reigned in it, and its dwellers were not walking with 
God. Thon, too, there were other sighte, to the be- 
lieving eye fairer and more wonderful—other scenes, 
which partook more of heaven, and which drew tho 
renewed soul upwards irresistibly by their superior 
attractions, making that which was beautiful in crea- 
tion to have no beauty at all, by reason of the beauty 
that excelleth. It was evidently in such ao frame of 
spirit that the following passage was written :— 

"1 took a lovely walk to-day ; but it is strange how 
little pleasure I bave in beautiful scenery or walks now, 
My heart is far too sad to care for anything of that 
kind, even though they are God’s works, I like better, 
far better, to sit beside His dear people, and see His 
works and wonders of grace. I have no heart now for 
anything but spiritual things.” 

“ Wednesday, 15th—M—— much better to-day. 0 
that this affliction, sent by God in love to her precious 
eoul, may be sanctified! I was so struck this morning} 
—I had been away for an hour, and had been praying 
earnestly that God would not let this trial pass away 
without bringing her to Jesus ; and when I returned 
to her room, I found dear Christian speaking to her 


with such solemnity and affection, besesching 
really "to seek the Lord. He said, God bad sent 
two heavy trials, and that if she did not improve th 
He would send a third; and that, if all failed, how 
her state would be!” 

“Have been feeling much lately how very litt] 
see God in everything, O for faith to see His h 
in everything! Have had great desires, too, to hay 
thankful heart, Oh! if I thonght more of my merc 
T should think less of my trials, for I should see t 
my mercies are far the more numerous of the two, : 
so my joy would be greater than my sorrow. 

I have little of a grateful heart. take things as 
had a right to them—forgetting that the least thin, | 
possess, temporal or spiritual, Ido not in the least 
deserve ; that all is a free gift of God to a rebel.” 

“Went to sce Mra R——. [lad a very sweet visit. 
She is indeed @ living epistle. She said, ‘How sweet 
it is to think of the tree of life being so richly laden 
with fruit, that it bends down its branches, so that even 
I, lying here, oan pluck and eat!’ I asked her if she 
had prayed for me that I might kiss the rod. She 
mid, ‘I tried to do a0: I had one of the swostest 
nights I have had for some time, and it began with 
praying for you. It was returned sevenfold into my 
own bosom, for I lay down under His own sweet smile. 
I asked for you, that Jesus would say to you what he 
eaid to Mary, Woman, why weepest thou? Oh! I felt 
it a sweet word!’ She said again, ‘The Lord has a 
bottle for His people's tears, and if we never were made 
to weep here, we should have no tears to be bottled.’ 
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T gave her some flowers. She smelt them, and said, 
with mech 8 peculiar smile that I saw her meaning at 
once, ‘Ah! the cold takes away some of the smell,’ 
* Yes,'T said, ‘the cold of this wilderness takes away 
some of the fragrance of Christ’s lilies ; but their fra- 
grance will be very sweet up yonder, when the Sun of 
Righteousness is shining full upon them.' Her answer 
was, ‘Oh that I had the wings of a dovet’” 

“16¢h.—Went to sea my dear old friend, and 
was refreshed as usual Speaking of R——, she mid, 
‘© that she may often have @ walk round the Cross 
of Calvary, and in the evening, through the streets of 
the Now Jerusalem, whose strests are of pure gold, 
Jeaning on her Beloved!’ Again she said, «0 that 
she may often visit the believer's five hallowed spots— 
the Manger, Gethsemane, Calvary, the Tomb, and the 
Mount of Olives !'—Went to Mr Maodonald’s mecting 
in the evening. It was very solema—on the Signa of 
the Times, as they shew that Christ's second coming is 

near.” 

“ Monday, 20th.—Was much drawn this morning to 
pray for more faith, strong faith, eo that, however dark 
things may look, I may never distrust God. Perhaps 
He is to send me some trial that will need strong faith, 
for He never gives faith without trying it; but the 
trying of it is precioua But I must not be anticipat- 
ing trial. Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof. 
T was alao much led to pray for grace to glorify Him 
in the place where I now am; not to put it off, as Tam 
so apt todo, What grace is this, that puts such desires 
within such an ungodly heart as mine!” 
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“23d—Went to seo Mrs R——. How sad to 200 
her tried abont outward things, when she has such a 
sore trial in her body! But she has her Lord's pro- 
mine, that al these things are working together for her 
good. She wasa rebuke tome. For, when her chil- 
dren may make what the world would call good mar- 
riages, her heart seems breaking at the thought that, 
by these outward temptations, their hearts may be 
drawn away from God. How different Iam! How 
ready my wicked, worldly heart is to be glad, if at any 
time God seems to be sending my family any worldly 
good, instead of, like her, desiring first and chiefly for 
them the true riches! We had a very sweet though 
sorrowful meeting to-day. In trying to speak a word of 
comfort and encouragement to this beloved saint, I felt 
my own faith strengthened. And this night, in pray- 
ing for her at our Father’s throne, I felt, more than I 
remember ever doing, the sweetness of the privilege of 
being permitted to pray for the Lord's people.” 

+ Thursday, 23d—My Lord bruised Satan under my 
feet a little, this morning, and gave me great confidence 
in drawing near to Him. What a God he is! O to 
be « better servant! Am reading Mr A. Bonar's book, 
Redemption Drawing Nigh. Felt, in reading it, how 
strange that I have thought s0 little of the second 
coming of Christ, when the Bible is full of it!” 

“ Monday, 27th—My mouth has been filled with 
praise ; O that my heart, too, were full this morning! 
T eould do nothing but praise, as the Lord brought 
before me all His loving dealings with myself and my 
dear family. 1 felt that all that He had done was well, 
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and that I could trust all our concerns with Him for 
time and for eternity.” 


Such are a few specimens of her experience at this 
time, which, along with the letters, will shew the ad- 
vances she had been making. It was progress of a 
very decided kind. Little more than six years before, 
she was wholly of the world, with hardly a thought of 
the eternal kingdom. ‘Now, sho is far on in her course, 
making steadier progress during these few years than 
many in lifetime, For, alas! in this, the mighty 
business of life, we seem to do little else than dream [ 
Ten, twenty, forty years pass on, and we oan scarcely 
discern our progress! ‘We have hardly started from 
the goal! Sin uneradicated, unbelief still vigorous, evil 
tempers unscftened, rebellionsness unsubdued, worldli- 
ness unconquered, elothfalness still oppressing us, sel- 
fishness still in its strength! Is this ell the progress of 
men who profess to be followers of a holy Master, 
partakers of a heavenly calling, and heirwof an undefiled 
inheritance? 

Ought we not to be “making haste”? Is it wise, is 
it safe, to loiter or allow eloth to steal upon us, go that 
we neither “ endure hardness,” nor “ron,” nor “ fight,” 
nor “strive,” nor “wrestle,” nor “keep under our body,” 
nor “ bring it unto subjection” atali? Crowns are not 
won by sluggards, nor are battles fought upon beds of 
down. 


CHAPTER XIL 


Mer Last Year, 


im the beginning of January 1848, M—— became 
the wife of Mr G——, a devoted minister of the Free 
Church of Scotland. Thus she writes respecting 
this:— 

* Tuesday, 4th Jan, 1848.—Our marriage-day. Had 
an hour elone with God in the morning, and felt 
unutterable sweetness in asking Jesus to be at the 
marriage. My beloved M—— and I were united at 
half-past one@ Dear Mr Bonar married us. 1 can 
hardly tell how I have felt all this day; I falt more 
solemmity than anything else. Surely the Lord was in 
the midst of ua, We had several of His disciples with 
us” 

‘Two days after, she reached her new dwelling. Peace 
seemed to rest on it, and the promise of long days. She 
was now just in such a ephere as ehe bad often sought 
after—a sphere of quiet but fervent labour for her be- 
loved Lord. What could better suit ber retiring diffi- 
dence, and at the same time give scope to her warm 
zeal, than the rural retreat in which her lot was now 
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cast? It appeared as if she were set there for years of 
patient, loving work, as the helpmate of His servant, 
Alas! we thought not that she was placed there only 
to ripen for an early tomb. 

Her feelings are thus recorded in her diary :— 

“ B—, Thursday, January 6, 1848,—Arrived safely 
this morning with my beloved husband at our new 
home. May it be like that at Bethany, where Jesus 
often went ; and may He give me grace to do Martha’s 
part in Mary's spirit, sitting at the Master's foot !” 

Her experience during this year may in some mea- 
sure be gathered from the following letters. It must, 
however, be remembered, that in her new circle, and 
with her new duties and cares, she had leas time to 
write than before ; 20 that the letters of thia year are 
not so fall and many as formerly. 


“ B—, January 8, 1848, 

“My pantixe R——,-——When I received letters from. 
P—, I looked eagorly for your hand@mongst them. 
T long to know how you have been getting on since I 
left you. Iam sure if you miss me, J miss you very 
much, We were always one, st least since the time 
‘when we really began to live—began to live to God—and 
it is strange to me to be separated from you. May our 
God bless you, B., and, ob, may you have more of Him 
now than ever you had! I cannot tell you what I feel 
in writing to you ; my heart is full, and yet it ia with 
difficulty I can express what I feel. I feel as if I loved 
you more now than ever, and it makes me very sad to 
know that you will be missing poor M——.” 
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«“ B—, January 18, 1848, 

“T went with my dear husband to his meoting at 
K—, on Tuesday evening. It was pretty well at- 
tended—ali common peopls, with the exception of. z 
you remember of whom it is ssid, ‘The common people 
heard Him gladly” M—— ia lecturing through 
Ephesians. Do write soon; and, oh, don’t make me 
sad by telling me that you miss your own M——, I 
know that you do; but my heart is pained when I 
think of you being alone in that room where we have 
so often knelt together, and read or talked by the fire, 
‘Well, my beloved, you must draw all the nearer to 
Jeeus, and if you do that, our separation will be a 
blessing to you. When I am writing to you, my heart 
gets so fall of yourself, and the thought that we two 
are at last separated, that I can scarcely write about 


anything else.” 
“ January 15. 


“Tam a rebuke to you, and to my late self also, for 1 
rise by candledight, and this morning we had breakfast 
and worship over by nine o'clock. After worship, we 
read together the Palm for the day, and I then read 
aloud one of Rutherford’s letters, and then we pray 
together. This is a very eweet part of our day's em- 
ployments. . . . Oh, R., how glad your account of dear 
—— made me! I think, if he stands firm, it may 
have a very blessed effect on the others. Give him my 
warm love, and tell him that his Lord says to him, that 
be ia ‘to endure berdness, ase good soldier of Jesus 
Christ,’ and that, if he suffer with Him now, he shall 
reign with Hin hereafter. We shall be sure to remem- 
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ber him in prayer, that the Lord would hold him up, 
and then he cannot fall... How dependent we are 
on one another, and how sweet that it isso! Surely 
love is of God. There is something of heaven in the 
very thought of making another happy.” 


“ January 27. 

«My parting R——Miss —— drank tea with 
us on Tuesday before the prayer-mooting. She ia one 
of the right kind, and I am greatly pleased with her. 
She proposed prayer together in my room, before going 
to the meeting, and it was very aweet. I have got a 
district to visit, and give tracte, and a Sabbath claga, 
My district contains only about twenty families ; but 
that will be enough, 1 daresay, as I have a house to at- 
tend to now. I feel that it is part of my service to 
Jesus to attend to that house, and to my dear husband's 
comfort as much as I oan, 

“Pray that I may win some souls in this place to 
His glory, who is so loving and gracious to unworthy 
me; and ask a blessing, too, dearest, on my Sabbath 
clasa, We go to it at five, and return about seven. 
&M- has a class, also, of boys in the vestry. At pre- 
sent we have only four teachers ; but one thing greatly 
delights me, and that is, that they sre all real Chris. 
tians, You would be greatly pleased with our little 
echool. © to win all the children to Jesus! Another 
thing 1 must tell you about; I am anxious to com- 
menoe a fomele prayer meeting, like the one at P——. 
Dearest M———- quite agrees with me about it. I began 
to think of it when I saw the teachers, and simply 
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thought of asking them to come once a week or so, and 
pray for a bleasing on our labours in the school ; but 
™M wants it to be more general, and to ask ai! the 
praying people who will come. 

“I wish, dear, you would pray about this, for, as it 
‘will of course be in thia house, I feel a good deal about 
it, all of them being strangers to me ; and you know I 
am too apt to be dackward. But I dare not stop a good 
work on that account ; and, as my dear husband says, 
if I am weak, I ehall just noed to lean all the more on 
Christ for strength ; and, he added (and I felt it was a 
word from God), ‘it will be wonderful if He does not 
carry you through.’ Miss —— will be « great help 
to me, ahe is so much accustomed to these things, and 
the Mises —— also, aro real Christians... .. 
‘Your own loving M——.” 





“ B_.,, February 3, 1848, 
“Your letter thia morning, about your coming, 
gave us both the greatest pleasure, The weather is 
milder now, a0 I don’t think there is much fear of ita 
injuring you to come here. How I long to see you! 
1 long, too, to shew you my favourite study. It is 
there that we remember you all every morning at our 
Father's throne, and there that, asa family, we worship 

the blessed Lord who has given us all our blessings,” 


« B—, June 12, 1848, 

“J bad such a sweet season in prayer yusterday 
morning, though it was almost all confamion of my 
Black guilt, so that I could not help praying with my 
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whole soul, ‘Lord, Jet me rather die than sin.” We 
had a fine day in church, too; my dear husband was 
touch helped. I trust you pray for him, and for me, 
that I may not be a hindrance to him! I was secing 
a very affecting sight in K—— on Saturday—a brother 
and sister, about eighteen years of age, both in one 
room, rapidly sinking under consumption. How ill 
they look! especially the girl, I spoke and read to 
them, and intend to go again. I think the girl hes 
really found Christ—I trust both have ; but it is diff- 
cult to tell their state, they are eo ill.” 


“ B—.,, June 26, 1848. 
“There is none like Christ, after all, R—— ; not the 
very dearest on earth can fill the soul, Oh! it is a 
ploasant thing for = dusty, thirsty pilgrim to stop a 
moment on his journey, and take a drink of the water 
of life. Ob, pray that 7 may have s more thirsty 
soul!” 
* July 4, 1848. 
“ What o chequered life this is! It may often be 
by the way of sorrow, and yet we ate sure that it is by 
the right way our Father is leading us ; and it ends in 
glory ; it ends in being for ever together, and for ever 
with the Lord. Amen, so let it be!” 
* July 8. 
“T cannot tell you how sweetly the Spirit spoke 
these words to me, on reading them this morning— 
*Seek yo my face.’ I had the feeling aa if God were 
smiling on me, and saying so tenderly and so anxiously, 
“Seek ye my face’ How ead it ix to think I am 0 
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backward in doing itt Seck for me, dear, a praying 
heart. I am not well, and fear I lead a very useless 
life now. I read a good deal, however. I have finished 
the Account of the Revivals, and Whitefeld’s Life, wleo 
Philip Henrys Life; and I am now reading Matthew 
Henrys. 1 have taken such a longing for this house 
to be like ‘Broadoak’ (their house). What a sweet 
Christian household that was! I must conclude now, 
as writing fatigues me.” 
“ B—, July 24, 1848. 

“T often marvel when I think how tenderly the 
Lord deals with me. Pray for me that I may not 
provoke Him to send trials by loving His gifts more 
than Himself It will be sad indeed for my soul if I 
try to feed it with anything but Himself. I focl much 
drawn just now to seek grace to do my worldly duties 
for God, I have such a temptation to think I am not 
‘serving Him, except when I am at prayer, or reading 
the Word ; and yet, on the other hand, I feel I am so 
naturally averse to all that is holy and spiritual, that I 
fear lest I am tempted to neglect the throne of grace, 
thinking that I am glorifying Him, though I am not 
there. What grace we need, to walk in the narrow 
path! we are so apt to go aside every moment!” 


« B— , September 16, 1848. 
“ T have little news to give you. More I think goes 
on in the world within than without. What searchings 
of heart I have at times! I shall never be what I 
ought to be till J am standing faultlee before the 


throne.” 
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“ B——., October 7. 

“Tt gave me much joy to see that He has put a 
praising spirit in you, my own sweet R., for that is the 
happiest and the most God-glorifying state we can be 
in. How often have I got rid of a sad end heavy heart 
(and many a one you and I have had together), just 
by beginning to praise the Lord ! and, oh! when we do 
‘begin this blessed, this heavenly work, what endless 
cause we find to praise Him! We find, then, that not 
only time, but eternity is too short to utter all His praise. 
How we shall praise Him even here, if these trials lead 
those so dear to us to Jesus! That will make us for- 
get all our sorrows from very joy. I need not tell you 
that my poor prayers rise up for you many a time; 
and through Jesus, even they will prevail, — fear E 
write ead letters, dearest ; but you know, ‘when one 
member suffers, all the members guffor with it.’ Though 
absent in body, oh, how constantly and truly I am with 
you in heart /” 


“ B——, November 1848. 

“ I was very happy to hear about the new work you 
are engaged in. I trust that the Lord will bless it to 
many souls, So you have been hearing Mr A. Bonart 
How glad chall I be when he comes here! We are to 
have Mr Reid of Collessie preaching for us next Sab- 
bath; I wish you could be here to hear him. We are 
to bave ® sermon on the first or second Sabbath of 
every month, in the evening, for some months to come. 
Ask that the Lord would direct in the choice of His 
servants, and come with them, and bless His own word, 


f 
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I do not feel well at present. It is a solemn thing to 
think of this! The danger to myeelf; and then, to be 
a mother! I to have the care of an immortal soul! 
Oh, pray for me, my own dear sister, pray that I may 
really feel weak, and be able to aay, * When I am weak, 
then 1am strong.” A fear comes over me at times, but 
He says, ‘Lo, J am with you away,’ and eo He will be 
with me then, I have little news to give you, except 
that J do love you, and that I have been giving some 
tracts to-day. Ob for an outpouring of tho Holy 
Spirit in this dry place I" 


“ B—, Thureday. 

“ My partixe R——_,—How I wish you were here 
just now! there is not a creature in this house excapt 
zyself! My dear husband ia at a prayer-mecting at 
P——,, and I have sent both the servants also, and so 
am left solitary. But ‘I am not alone, for the Father 
is with me.’ 0 that I desired and felt His presence 
more! I went up the hill on Monday to visit Mrs 
W—, and had a nice meeting with her; J have been 
seeing another dear Christian aleo—one of our people 
inP——, She was very happy to see me, and spoke a0 
of my M——. Hor eyes filled with tears, os sho said, 
* No one can tell how I love my minister” She made 
me very glad by telling me that she profited so much 
under his ministry. All the people I visit speak the 
same way of him. I find when I go amongst them how 
much beloved he is, and I think it does ms good in 
this way, that it makea me far more anxious that J may 
not be a hindrance to him, and eo be @ curse in place 
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of a blessing to the people. Pray for me, for a wife has 
grest influence over a husband, for good or for evi, I 
wish I were able to go more amongst the people, but I 
feel less able every day now; but, if spared, I trust to 
be more with them afterwards.” 
“« B-—, Friday. 

«T cannot tell you how very glad your letter about 
made me. O how blemed to have such a hope 
that she is safe for eternity! I wish you would pray 
for my poor soul, for I have many more things now to 
drag me to earth, and many more duties (right in 
themselves) to do, and I fear that my soul suffers. 
O that I could do Martha's part in Mary's spirit! It 
is curious, that sometimes, after a great many worldly 
duties and feelings, on going to prayer, I have moro 
relish for it than ever. But this, alas! is not always 
the case. It will be terrible if I am leas spiritual, now 
that I am a minister's wife, than I used to be.” 








“ B—, Wednesday. 
« ¢ The Lord reigneth;' that text came into my mind 
after I had read your letter this morning, and it was 
very sweet to mo, for I thought, ‘ then all is well’ with 
my darling R——, though she may not see it as clearly 
as che will one day—if not here, yet in that bright 
sunny land of which Jesus is the light. It is written, 
* Let tho earth be glad ;" lot you and me be glad too.” 


« 
“ Leave the fature with the Lord, who has pro- 
mised to make all things work together for your good. 
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Tt is the enemy who tells you that you ere not fit 
to die; he takes advantage of the weakness of your 
body to trouble your soul; bat he was a liar from the 
beginning. ‘Trost ye in the Lord for ever.’ Trust 
Him who mays, ‘Because I live, ye shall live also” He 
will not give you dying grace before the time; but He 
says, ‘As thy day is, so shall thy strength be.’ You 
are His own child, and He says, ‘ My sheep shall never 
perish.’ How much sadder I should be about you, 
when I hear of all your trials, did I not know whose 
hand sends these painful rods, for ‘the present not 
joyous but grievous!’ How sweet it is to think that 
our Father possesses unerring wisdom, as well as bound- 
lees love, If He were only loving, we would be afraid 
to trust ourselvea entirely to His guidance; we should 
fear He might err even in His love—as we so often do; 
—but He is wise as well as full of love, and ch, we may 
safely trust such a God! It is indeed a great trial to 
me that we do not suffer together, a8 many a day wo 
have done; but that is His doing too. He bas ordered 
our different paths, and therefore they are right. I was 
thinking, after I read your letter, of that terrible time 
(our father’s death) when I, too, was alone, and when 
I found it @ very precious time for my soul, And 
how very soon after, the Lord fulfilled His word to 
‘His fatherless child, in giving her another earthly 
protector, and that one of His own dear children! 
‘When things are at the darkest, they often turn very 
bright. How bright they will be up yonder, without 
2 cloud!” 

Of this period of her life, her bereaved husband thus 
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writes :—* As a minister's wife, she was a beautiful 
exemplar of what one holding that responsible situation 
should be, She was most anxious for her husband's 
usefulness, and strove, in every way, to be a help-meet 
to him. She felt very deeply her unfitness for the 
situation which she bad beon called in providence to 
cccupy, and very fearful of being a hindrance to her 
husband. She accompanied him every Sabbath to the 
evening school, in which she taught a class of girla, in 
whose spiritual state she took a deep interest, which 
was evinced, not merely by the affection and earnest- 
ness with which ehe spoke to them from the lessons of 
the school, but also by her inviting them to the house 
for prayer on week-day evenings, Immodiately after 
her arrival here, she commenced 9 prayer-moeting with 
a few pious females belonging to the congregation. 
Ber heart was very much in this meeting, though it 
‘was not 80 well attended as she desired. 

“She had algo » district for the distribution of the 
Monthly Visitor tracts, and this opportonity she im- 
proved for reading the Word of God, and praying with 
the people, and speaking with them on the great sab- 
ject of salvation. She proposed also having a generel , 
class of young women; and I remember well her great 
delight one day, sfter having visited, along with a 
" pious female, the district from which the class was to 
be gathered, becanse of the many promises of attend- 
ance which sbe had received. But such waa her 
diffidence of hervelf, that this work was not immediately 
undertaken ; and then, bodily weakness, and finally 
death, prevented it. It was delightful to see how mach 
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her heart was in the spiritual work in which she hersolf 
engaged, and in her busband’s public duties ; what life 
there was in her religious undertakinga, The Holy 
Spirit was, indeod, in her a ‘ well of water apringing up 
into everlasting life.” 

Then, as to the last scenes in her life, he gives this 
brief narrative :—* For four or five weeks before her 
confinement, she was subjected to great bodily weak- 
ness and frequent pain; and during this period, it was 
her greatest regret that she was excluded from the 
services of the manctuary; and, indeod, it was only 
through her husband's strong remonstrances that she 
was kept at home, when it was obvious to others that 
she was unable to attend During this period, she 
wished me very much to be always with her ; but this 
desire at once gave way to the call of duty. I think 
it was on the evening of her last Sabbath on earth, 
that I was very desirous to remain with her, instead of 
going to the Sabbath-school The evening was very 
stormy and wet; but she insisted on my leaving her, 
and going to the school as umual, for I might be useful 
there—and what other consideration could be so im- 

, portant au this? So unwilling was she that regard for 
her should bes hindrance to any ministerial duty. 

“ Notwithstanding her weakness, neither of us appre- 
bended danger. We thonght aud spcke of ber approach- 
ing confinement very hopefully, My own state of mind 
appears to me now in the aspect of security. How this 
aggravated the heaviness of the stroke that was 80 soon 
to fall, it ia unnecesmry to say. But ehe said she waa 
prepared for the Lord’s will: she rested on ‘ the Book ; 
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she ‘knew in whom she had believed.’ The last 
religious book—with exception of her daily com- 
panion, the Bible—which she read, was Mr H. Bonar's 
little work, The Blood of the Cross, presented to her 
by me on the anniversary of our marriags-day. 
The last chapter that she read was the 9th, ‘The 
Thoughts of the Saint concerning the Blood.’ How 
suitable for being the last subject of meditation on 
earth for one who was on the eve of joining the happy 
company who sing in heaven! ‘Thou wast slain, and 
hast redeemed us to God by Thy blood.’ 

“ She was taken ill early on Tuesday morning, 23d 
January—already very much reduced in strength, 
owing to previous illness. Of the sufferings of the inst 
few days of her life, I cannot trast myself to speak. 
Her mind was very much distracted by her great dis- 
tress, and she could hold but little communication 
with others. It was the Lord's will that her life, and 
not her death-bed, was to be her testimony. 1 think 
it was on the Wednesday forenoon that she mentioned 
to me five texts that gave her comfort ; but amid the 
confasion and surprise of this end season, only two have 
stuck to may memory ; ‘And call upon me in the day of | 
trouble; I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me! 
“The eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the 
everlasting arms’ 

“ About three or four A.«., on Thursday, 25th, she 
gave birth to a son, who survived her only for a day. 
It waa the last effort of her ebbing strength. She 
never rallied after this, but sunk into s state of uncon- 
sciousness, breathing very heavily. When it became 
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too evident that she was dying, all present knelt by 
her bedside, with overflowing hearts and weeping eyes ; 
and I was enabled to commend her in prayer to the 
care of that Good Shepherd who is with His own in 
the dark valley, and conducts them safely across 
Jordan. About three p.m, ehe breathed her last ; and 
from the ecutest suffering on earth, she immediately 
passed into the unutterable joy of her Saviour's pre- 
wence above. It was a solemn seagon to all—a most 
painful weason to one heari—but, oh! what balm did 
the hope pour into the bleeding wound, that she who 
had suffered so much now suffered no more, but re- 
posed on the gentle bosom of Jesus, the husband who 
first had ber heart!” 


A short time before this she had written to her 
friend respecting her prospects :—“ I want your prayers 
for the unborn child of your friend, That child has 
now a soul that will live for ever ; and I earnestly claim 
for it your prayers, that its soul may live, even though 
it should never see the light of this world. I have 
given this precious trust to Jesus, and He will keep that 
hich is committed to Him. I had a very sweet and 
Solemn time this afternoon for this, I gave anew my 
beloved husband and myself to Him; and then I gave 
Him our yet unborn child, that Ho might give it back 
to us, His child. It is sweet to commit everything to 
His hands.” 

Tn what way God was to answer her, abe thought 
not; nor how fully each petition was to be granted, 
though by events in which man’s eye might see nothing 
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but the frustration of her dearest hopes. Jesus did 
indeed acoopt the charge thus committed to Him by 
His trustful child ; but He did uot give it back to her 
in the way that she had prayed for, that she might 
bring it up for Him here, and lead it through the 
wilderness into the rest to which she herself was has- 
tening on. He bore it away from earth, to be trained 
up in His nearer presence, and in a purer clime than 
thi She bad been thinking of its training here, and, 
in the fondness of a mother’s hope, had been preparing 
for it ; for in @ recess behind the drawing-room shutter 
‘were found eome few choice books for children, such as 
might bave been useful had they been spared to each 
other, But the Lord had purposed to take the train- 
ing into His own hands entirely. The education was 
to be conducted above, on no earthly system, and by no 
human teacher, 

Tn tranquil unconsciousness, the mother sunk away to 
reat, the everlasting arms upholding her, and knew not 
that she was a mother till she had passed beyond the 
confines of earth, and was overtaken by her babe on its 
way to the Paradise above. Unknowing of the mother 
that had borne him, yet, as if drawn by some strange 
attraction, and unable to remain behind, the babe, ere 
another day broke, had followed her into the presence 
of the Lord. There they now met, and there they rest 
together, mother and infant, doubly knit together, in 
life and in death, he only knowing her as a mother 
in heaven, and she only knowing him as a perfected 
spirit, without one spot of thet sin which she so ab- 
hhorred in hervelf ; her first-born and her last ; only for 
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2 few hoursa child of wrath, and sin, and death, and then 
‘an heir of life and glory for ever ! 

‘Happy child, thus early laid to rest! Taken away 
from the evil to come ; landed on the bright shore, 
ere one rude wave had gone over him! Thrice happy 
mother! Mother of a ohild that never wept! Mother 
of a child that never heaved a sigh, and into whose 
epirit none of earth’s griefs, or fears, or bitter dis- 
appointments can ever find their way! 

Passionately fond of infants as she was, she would 
either have doated over it to idolatry if living, or gone 
mourning in disconsolate sadness, if taken away. She 
was graciously saved from the sin of the one excess, and 
the pain of the other. The child, which she had 
given to the Lord, was not to be allowed to come be- 
tween her and her God. Yet they were not to be 
parted,—or, but fer a few hours, and then re-united 
for ever. 

Happy child, and thrice happy mother !—he saved 
all an infant's pains and weaknemes ; ehe spared all a 
mother’s sorrows and fears, yet blest with more than 
all a mother’s joys! 

As if in token of their union, they were placed in 
the same coffin, as well as Jaid in the same grave ; the 
‘babe resting on its mother’s breast, and enfolded in her 
arms, Thus they lie pleasantly together in the quiet 
eburchyard, sleeping in Jesus, till the voice of the 
archangel shall summun them to meet their Lord in 
the air. 

It wos a tranquil end indeed! She had fought the 
fight, and the struggle was over ere she came to div. 
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She escaped the bitterness of partings that would have 
rent her heart, and, it may be, clouded her departure, 
Her Lord himself seemed to draw a curtain between 
her and things visible ere she had yet left them, and, 
in utter unconsciousness of all things round her, she 
breathed out her spirit. 

It had been @ sore and weary battle in days past, 
yet the victory was won and the crown secured, And 
who would not wage such a warfare to win such @ 
crown # 

Eight years ago she was a heedless worldling, and 
now she is with her Lord! Brief pilgrimage! Crowded 
with hopes and fears, and tossings and tremblings, and 
griefa and gladnesses, such as might have filled up a far 
longer story. Hers was not a long passage, though a 
stormy one ; and for its end how often had she longed ! 
‘To be away, to be at home, to be with ber holy Saviour, 
in His holy heaven, amid His holy angels—how often 
had che sighed and wept! And, glad to be so soon 
done with the voyage, and to leave bebind her the 
clouds and blasts of an unquiet sea, she stepped tran- 
quilly ashore at the desired haven, which she had so 
speedily and unexpectedly reached, and, her infant in 
her arms, went up into the presence of her Lord! 

“ No stone,” says her aister, “ is as yet put up to mark 
her grave; should there ever be one, I would pat her 
favourite text upon it, ‘So shall we ever be with the 
Lord.” 


Her husband's pen thus delineates her character :— 
“Her death produced a deep sensation, which took 
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the form not only of sympathy for the bereaved, but of 
sorrow for a great Jom to the religious interesta of the 
place. Her funeral sermons were preached by Mr 
Brodie of Monimail and Mr Reid of Collessie—and it 
‘was remarked that there was scarocly a dry eye in tho 
congregation on the mournfal occasion. 

“T would now give a few traita of her religions cha- 
racter, ag these were impreased on me during the short 
time we were together. She was a remarkably sweet 
Christian ; Jove predominated in her religion; she 
was naturally of a very gentle and affectionate dispo- 
sition—and when the highest and holiest object of love 
was revealed to her, she clung to Him with all ber soul. 
Har love to Jesus was a clinging, confiding, devoted 
love. Her religion was not an adherence to certain 
doctrines, bat waa more toa living persou—the ‘Man 
Christ Jesus,'—in whom all truth meets—the Alpha and 
Omega—the friend, the brother, husband—all, 

“Her humility was also remarkable. She cherished 
& deep feeling of personal unworthiness, and more par- 
tioularly in reference to the responsible situation of a 
minister's wife. She often said, ‘Ob, think of my being 
@ minister's wife!’ She was never happy but in the 
‘background—out of sight. She thought herself fit for 
af duty, and worthy of no mercy. 

“ Her love of prayer wes very great. She knew not. 
prayer as a formality ; it was more than a duty with 
her—it was the sweetest privilege, it was the intercourse 
of a child with » father, it was fellowship with God. 
She had the grace of prayer in a high degree, remark- 
able liberty and acccss in it, She bad great love for 
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prayer-meetings, and much enjoyment in them. In 
speaking of the intercourse she had with Christian 
friends, she always mentioned, as the eweetest part of it, 
their meeting together at a throne of grace, 

“Her spirituality of mind waa great. She panted 
after God and heavenly things. She feared much the 
deadening influence of the world, and was exquisitely 
alive to the least declension from a heavenly frame. 
A finely-polished blade is easily blunted, and eo it 
was with her heavenly-tempered spirit. After her 
marriage especially, her complaints became very bitter 
of the encroachmenta of the creature. I have found 
her more than once rising from her knees bathed in 
tears, In that humble posture she had been mourn- 
ing before God, over the increasing influence of the 
world and creature affection—over her deadness and. 
backslidings. Her Bible and Hymn Book sre fall of 
pencil marks, which give no doubtful indications of 
her prevailing feelings, I find passages of three kinds 
chiefly marked,—such as are expressive of the pre- 
ciowmess of Christ, of personal unworthiness, and of 
longing after the presence of God in heaven. The 
hymn in the Bible Hymn Book, marked ‘ My Hymn,’ 
is, ‘For ever with the Lord, &o. Her well-worn and 
well-pencilled Bible is a precious legacy. The blartk 
leaves at the beginning and end are covered over with 
texts, in the handwriting of the godly ministers and 
Christian friends she most esteemed and loved.” 


‘We close with the following letter from one whose 
mame ofteu occure in the preceding letters, and to 
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‘whose ministry and counsels she felt herself so greatly a 
debtor -— 


« Newmgton, Edinburgh, October 26, 1852, 

“My pxaz Brorugr,—I regret much that the pres 
sure of other duties has prevented my complying with 
your kind request till now; and I choose the form of » 
letter to yourself, both as giving more opportunity for 
‘the expreesion of cordial esteem for our departed friend, 
and as best suited to the mere glimpses of her charac- 
ter which I ain able to offer you. J falt delighted 
when you told me of your intention to bring together 
what may form @ permanent memorial of her worth, 
for her whole religious experience afforded s fine speci- 
men of ‘peace in believing, and of ‘sanctifleation 
through the truth.’ The grand elementary principles 
of the gospel had a very strong hold on her understand. 
ing and her heart. The finished work of Calvary was 
the rock on which ehe rested her whole immortal hope, 
and the truth concerning it was the uniform spring of 
peaceful feeling and holy motive. Of the freencss of 
grace to the obief of sinners, her views were singularly 
clear and simple, and it was not only an article in her 
creed, but a deep practical persuasion, that the differ- 
ence between the brightest and best of saints, and ‘the 
vileat wretch who breathes the air,’ is and must be the 
fruit of mere sovereign mercy. This, indeed, was one 
of her favourite themes, Feeling herself ‘a debtor to 
mercy alone, ehe was wont to speak of it with a 
warmth and emphasis which indicated that it was in 
her *@ well of water springing up into everlasting life.’ 
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“TT remember some seasons, while she was connected. 
‘with my congregation, during which she was sore vexed 
by the keen winds of spiritual trial, But even at such 
times I was greatly strack with the simplicity of her re- 
liance on the testimony of God, just because the testi- 
mony was His, Her language was of this sort : ‘ There 
is nothing for the like of ms but casting myself on the 
Saviour as J am—a lost sinner, nothing but a sinner ; I 
wonder He admits me into His presence, and I wonder 
how I can venture ; but then He has promised to take 
my burden, and to give me rest. Everything in Jesus 
suits my case; all the blessings of His salvation are 
meant for such as I am ; who else could make use of 
them? Why not for met’ Thus she found that lost 
peace must be recovered and preserved preciaely as 
it was obtained at first, the Christian living all along 
as he began to live, ‘by the faith of the Son of God,’ 
and ‘holding the beginning of his confidence steadfast 
unto the end.” 

“Many a time have I felt quickened by hearing her 
epeak as she did of Jesus, as a Friend who was not only 
believed to be faithful, but who had been tried, and 
found to be 80; of prayer, as becoming day by day dearer 
to her, from its having a0 often given vent and brought 
relief to her anxieties ; and of meditation on the Word, 
8 more and more inviting in proportion as she experi- 
enced its virtue to bear her on its wings above sub- 
Tunary verations. ‘The Sabbath* was truly her ‘delight,’ 
and she ‘ honoured it’ by the liveliest attachment to all 
its ordinances. Whoever might be the preacher, those 
were her favourite sermons that had most of Christ in 
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them; and, as I marked her expressive countenance 
while listening to the Glad Tidings, it seemed to say 
more plainly than any language could, ‘ This word is 
found of me, and I am eating it; and it is the joy and 
rejoicing of my heart.’ It was because her pisty 
was thus ‘planted by the rivers of waters,’ and fod by 
seoret springs, that its leaf remained 0 green. Ono 
of the best proofs of her joy in her religion being the 
joy of the Lord, was, that it had for its companion 
genuine Humility. The standard by which she formed 
her estimate of herself was neither the attainments nor 
the commendations of others, but the law and the love 
of Jesus ; she preferred speaking of Him, the Adorable 
Object in whom she contided, rather than of her own 
confidence ; and when on fit occasions she did ‘give a 
veason of the hope’ she #0 happily enjoyed, it was 
eminently ‘with meeknoss and fear.’ 

**T fraquently admired her jealous avoidance of what- 
ever was likely to obstruct her growth in grace, such 
as booka of a light and tmfling character, worldly 
amusements, or agaociation with persons who held 
*heir profession in a formal or worldly spirit. She had 
+ great fear of occupying debateable or doubtful ground 
where the life of her soul might be exposed to coun- 
ceracting influences ; and in judging of what was un- 
vongenial or inexpedient, she was not guided by the 
ypiniona of others, so much as by Ler own experience, 
[f anything had been found prejudicial to her, that 
Was reason enough for shunning it, even though other 
Christian friends might think it harmless. 

“She justly attached great importance to active 
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weefalnem as 3 means of grace, The kindness of her 
manner endeared ber much aa s Sabbath-sohool Teacher, 
and a Visitor in the home of poverty and in the chamber 
of affliction, Her neal in doing good was real pleasure, 
the vital glow and energy of one who ‘loved much,’ 
Sho felt that there was absolutely one great object to 
be lived for—to get closer and closer to the Saviour’s 
pierced side, that thence she might tell out the story 
of His love, aud that thither she might draw poor souls 
that were straying far from their rest, I believe she has 
met in the Happy Land with some whoee harps are 
struck with » stronger hand in the praise of their Re- 
deeming God, for the instructions of her lips, the oon- 
tisieney of her example, and the importunity of her 
prayers, 

« Deeply do I feel, along with you, my dear brother, 
that ‘we can ill spare from onr congregations such 
praying ones as ehe.’ May the Lord raise us up many 
more! Often has He made the temporal death of one, 
the spiritual life of others, I trust the blosed Truth 
she used to press with all the earnestness of living affeo- 
tion on those she sought to win, shall atill come back on 
their memories and their hearts with all the melting | 
acoompaniments of the grave and eternity, that there 
may be joy in heaven over souls brought back to God, ' 
aud of that joy she herself will be one of the happy, 
partakers. 


While writing these slight and hasty hints, I have! 
felt os if I heard her interrupting ma, and saying, 
* Speak not of me, speak of Jesu.’ But have I not 
‘been speaking of Jesus, when commemorating some of 


‘HER LAST YEAR. 40T 


the fruits of His abounding grace, which gave her all 

she had, and made her all she was? 7 grace be all the 

glory!—I am, my dear brother, yours very cordially, 
“ Jauns Bopertsoy.” 


‘Yes, murely it is the “grace of God” that her life 
shews forth so marvellously ; it is of the glory of Christ 
that it so fully epeaks ; it is to the riches of His love 
that it so largely testifies And it is God, not man, 
that this book is meant to exalt. The biographer 
may have come short in many things which he set out 
with aiming at; for it is not easy so tu sketch a life as 
that God shall be fully seen in all its features, and man 
ag much hidden, as in the building of a new world, 
or the kindling of a new star. Yet he bas striven to 
exhibit not man, but God; not a model of creature- 
excellence, but a specimen of divine workmanship. 
He hes aimed at shewing, not the steps by which man 
makes himself religious, and the ease with which he 
does this; but the way in which the Holy Spirit re- 
casts and re-moulds fallen humanity—the process by 
which He brings light out of darkness, the heavenly 
out of the earthly—the discipline by which He trains 
and educates a child for His kingdom. In an age 
when multitudes, with the Bible in their hands and 
Gethsemane before their eyes, are oasting about for an 
easy religion, a smoother road to the New Jerumlem 
than the rugged path along which the Master has 
led the way; when many seem to think that by a 
proper admixture of high sentiment and devout as- 
piration, they may construct a religion for them- 
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solves——a religion of sunshine, and balm, and azure 
—undarkened by chadows, and unmarred by storms; 
it is well to call attention to certain elements in reli- 
gion, which by such dreamers are supposed to be 
symptoms of spiritual unhealthiness, indications of 
bodily unsoundness, if not of mental feebleneas—ele- 
ments of which the Psalms are full—elements of which 
the seventh chapter of the Romans is the expression ;—- 
the broken heart, the bitter tear, the ery from the 
depths, the unutterable groan, the desperate conflict 
with the flesh, and the still more desperate wrestling 
with the principalities and powers of hell, 

If this Memorial"has merely drawn the reader’s eye 
to man, and made him love a character or admire a 
life, or weep over an early death, it has wholly failed. 
If it has not tarned the eye to God, and fixed the ad- 
miration upon the glories of His Incarnate Son ; if it 
has not Jaid bare the hollowness of the world, and thé 
mighty fulness of the eternal kingdom, ec » to lead 
men to desire the better country; if it has not quick- 
enod the languid, startled the sleeper, made the loiter 
blush, and roused the saint to a ewifter rae and 
higher flight—it has not effected its end. 


‘THE END. 


